




THE AGE OF BRONZE 


** Inipai Congre*$tu Achilli.” 


YOL. xnr. 




ZVie foundation of the following Stoiy will be 
found partly in the accoun^,of the Mutiny of the 
Bounty in the South Seas {in 17B9), and partly in 
Mariner^ s Account of the Tonga Islands/' 
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1 

Thl ** good old times” — all tunes, wlicii old, aie good— 
Are gone ; the present might be, if they would , 

Great things have been, and aic, and greater still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will ; 

A wider space, a greener field is given 
To those who play their “ tricks before high Heaven.” 
1 know not if the angels weep, but men 
Have wept enough — for what? — to weep again. 
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The morning watch was come ; the vessel lay 
Her course, and gently made her liquid way ; 

The cloven billow flash’d from oflF her prow 
In furrows form’d by that majestic plough ; 

The waters with their world were all before ; 
Behind, the South Sea’s many an islet shore. 

The quiet night, now dappling, ’gan to wane, 
Dividing darkness from the dawning main ; 

The dolphins, not unconscious of the day, 

Swam high, as eager of the coming ray ; lo 

The stars from broader beams began to creep, 

And lift their shining eyelids from the deep ; 

The sail resumed its lately*shadow’d white, 

And the wind flutter’d with a freshening flight ; 
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TJjc purpling ocean owns the coining sun — 
But, ere he break, a deed is to be done. 


11 . 

'J'Jte gallant Chief within his cabin slept, 

Secure in those by whom the watch was kept : 
nis dreams were of Old England's welcome shore, 

Of toils rewarded, and of dangers o'er ; 20 

Tlis name was added to the glorious roll 
Of those who search the storm-surrounded Pole. 

The worst was over, and the rest seem'd sure, 

And why should not his slumber be secure ? 

Alas ! his deck was trod by unwilling feet. 

And wilder hands would hold the vessel's sheet ; 
Young Jiearts, which languish'd for some sunny isle, 
Wliere summer years and summer women smile ; 
Men without country, who, too long estranged, 

Had found no native home, or found it changed, 
And, half-uncivilized, preferr'd the cave 3 f 

Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave ; 

The gushing fruits that Nature gave untill’d ; 

The wood without a path but where they will'd ; 
Tlie field o’er which promiscuous Plenty pour’d 
Her horn ; the equal land without a lord ; 
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The wish — ^which ages have not yet subdued 
In man — to have no master save his mood ; 

The Earth, whose mine was on its face, unsold 
The glowing sun and produce all its gold ; 4^ 

The freedom which can call each grot a home ; 

The general garden, where all steps may roam, 
Where Nature owns a nation as her child. 

Exulting in the enjoyment of the wild ; ' 

Their sliells, their fruits, the only wealth they know ; 
Their unexploring navy, the canoe ; 

Their sport, the dashing breakers and the chase ; 
Their strangest sight, an European face 
Such was the country which these strangers yearn'd 
To see again^a sight they dearly earn’d. 5o 

III. 

Awake, bold Bligh ! the foe is at the gate I 

Awake ! awake ! Alas ! it is too late ! 

Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer 

Stands, and proclaims the reign of rage and fear. 

Thy limbs are bound, the bayonet at thy breast. 

The hands, which trembled at thy voice, arrest ; 
Dragg’d o’er the deck, no more at thy command 
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand ; 
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That sava('e spirit, which would lull by wrath 
Its desperate escape from duty’s path, 6o 

Glares round thee, in the scarce-believiug eyes 
Of those who fear the Chief they sacrifice ; 

For ne'er can man his conscience all assuage. 

Unless he drain the wine of passion — rage. 

IV. 

In vain, not silenced by the eye of death, 

Thou call'st the loyal with thy menaced breath : — 
They come not ; they arc few, and, overawed, 

Must acquiesce while sterner hearts applaud. 

In vain thou dost demand the cause ; a curse 
Is all the answer, with the threat of worse. 70 
Full in thine eyes is waved the glittering blade, 
Close to thy throat the pointed bayonet laid, 

The levcll'd muskets circle round thy breast 
In hands as steel'd to do the deadly rest. 

TJiou darest them to their worst, exclaiming, Fire 
But they who pitied not could yet admire ; 

Some lurking remnant of their former awe 
Restrain’d them longer than their broken law ; 

They would not dip their souls at once in blood, 
But left thee to the mercies of the flood. 80 
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V. 

“ Hoist out the boat !'* was now the leader’s cry ; 
And who dare answer No” to Mutiny, 

In the first dawning of the drunken liour, 

The Saturnalia of unlioped-for power ? 

The boat is lower’d with all the haste of hate, 
With its slight plank between thee and thy fate ; 
Her only cargo such a scant supply 
As promises the death thei^hands deny ; 

And just enough of water and of bread 
To keep, some days, the dying from the dead : 90 
Some cordage, canvas, sails, and lines, and twine, 
But treasures all to Hermits of the brine. 

Were added after, to the earnest prayer 
Of those who saw no hope save sea and air ; 

And last, that trembling vassal of the Pole, 

The feeling compass, Navigation’s Soul. 

VI. 

And now the self-elected Chief finds lime 
To stun the first sensation of his crime, 

And raise it in his followers — “ Ho ! the bowl !” 
Rest passion should return to reason’s shoal. 1 00 

4 . 
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“ IVandy for heroes!” Burke couhl once exclaim — 
No doubt a liquid paili to epic fame ; 

And such the new-born heroes found it here, 

And drain’d the drau^jht with an applauding cheer. 
‘‘ Huzza ! for Otaheite !” was the cry ; 

How strange such shouts from sons of Mutiny ! 

The gentle island, and the genial soil, 

The friendly hearts, the feasts witliout a toil, 

Tlie courteous manners but from Nature caught, 
The wealth unboarded ,rfind the love unbought ; 1 1 o 
(]ould these have charms for rudest sea-boys, driven 
Before the mast by every wind of Heaven ? 

And now, even now prepared with others’ w'oes 
To earn mild Virtue’s vain desire — repose ? 

Alas! such is our nature ! all but aim 
At the same end, by pathways not ihe same ; 

Our means, our birth, our nation, and our name, 
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frame. 

Are far more potent o’er our yielding clay 
•Than aught we know beyond our little day. 120 
Yet still there whispers the small voice within, 
Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s din ; 
Whatever creed be taught or land be trod, 

Man’s conscience is the oracle of God ! 
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VIL 

The launch is crowded with the faithful few 
Who wait their Chief, a melancholy crew : 

But some remain’d reluctant on the deck 
Of that proud vessel — now a moral wreck — 

And view’d their Captain’s fate with piteous eyes ; 
While others scoff’d his au(*ur’d miseries, ' i 3 o 
Sneer’d at the prospect of his pigmy sail, 

And the slight bark, so laden and so frail. 

The tender Nautilus who steers his prow, 

The sea-born sailor of his shell canoe. 

The ocean Mab, the fairy of the sea, 

Seems far less fragile, and, alas ! more free ! 

He, when the liglilning-wing’d Tornados sweep 
The surge, is safe — his port is in the deep— 

And triumphs o’er the Armadas of mankind, 1 39 
Which shake the world, yet crumble in the wind. 

VIII. 

When all was now prepared, the vessel clear 
Which hail’d her master in the mutineer— 

A seaman, less obdurate tlian his mates, 

Show’d the vain pity which but irritates ; 
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Watch'd his laic Chieftain with explorinf; eye, 

And told, in signs, repentant sympathy; 

Held the moist shaddock to his parched mouth, 

Which felt exhaustion's deep and bitter drouth. 

Rut, soon observed, this guardian was withdrawn, 

Nor further Mercy clouds rebellion’s dawn. i5o 

Then forward stepp’d tlie bold and froward boy 

His Chief had cherish’d only to destroy. 

And, pointing to the helpless prow beneath, 

luxclaiin’d, Depart at^nce! delay is deatli !” 

Yet then, even then, liis feelings ceased not all ; 

In that last moment could a word rccal 

Remorse for the black deed as yet half done, 

And, what he hid from many, show'd to one : 

When Rligli, in stern reproach, demanded where 

Was now his grateful sense of former care? — i6o 

Where all his hopes to see his name aspire 

And blazon Rritaiii s thousand glories higher? 

His feverish lips thus broke their gloomy spell, 

“ ’Tis that ! ’tis that ! I am in Hell ! in Hell !” 

• 

No more he said ; but, urging to the bark 
His Chief, commits him to his fragile ark : 

These the sole accents from his tongue that fell, 
Rut volumes lurk’d below bis fierce farewell. 
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IX. 

The arctic sun rose broad above the wave ; 

The breeze now sunky now whisper’d from his cave 
As on the TKolian harp, his fitful wings 171 

Now s well’d, now flutter’d o’er his ocean strings. 
With slow, despairing oar, the abandon’d skiff 
Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce-seen cliff, 
Which lifts its peak a cloud above the main : 

Thai boat and ship shall i^ver meet again ! 

Put ’lis not mine to tell their talc of grief, 

Tiieir constant peril and their scant relief ; 

Their days of danger, and their nights of pain ; 
Tlicir manly courage, even wdicu deem’d in vain ; 
The sapping famine, rendering scarce a son i8i 
Known to his mother in the skeleton ; 

The ills that lessen’d still their little store, 

And starved even Hunger till he wrung no more ; 
The varying frowns and favours of the Deep, 

That now almost engulphs, then leaves to creep 
With crazy oar and shatter’d strength along 
The tide, that yields reluctant to the strong ; 

Th’ incessant fever of that arid thirst 

Which welcomes, as a well, the clouds that burst 
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A])ove their naked bones, and feels delight 191 
In the cold drenching of the stormy night, 

And from the outspread canvas gladly wrings 
A drop to moisten Life’s all-gasping springs ; 

The savage foe escaped, to seek again 
More hospitable shelter from the main ; 

TJie ghastly spectres which were doom’d at last 
To tell as true a tale of dangers past, 

As ever the dark annals of the deep 

Discloscii for man to d|pad or woman weep. 200 


X. 

Wc leave them to their fate, but not unknown 
Nor uiiredress’d ! Revenge may have her own : 
Roused discipline aloud proclaims their cause, 

And injured navies urge their broken laws. 

Pursue we on his track the mutineer. 

Whom distant vengeance had not taught to fear. 
Wide o’er the wave — away ! away ! away ! 

•Once more liis eyes shall hail the welcome hay ; 
Once more the happy shores without a law 
Receive the outlaws whom they lately saw; 210 
Nature, and Nature’s Goddess — Woman — wooes 
To lands where, save their conscience, none accuse 
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Where all partake the earth without dispute, 

And bread itself is gather’d as a fruit 
Where none contest the helds, the woods, the streams:' 
The Goldless Age, where Gold disturbs no dreams, 
Inhabits or inhabited the shore, 

Till Europe taught them better than before, 
Bestow’d her customs, and amended theirs, 

But left her vices also to their heirs. 220 

Away with this ! behold them as they were, 

Do good with Nature, or with Nature err. 

“ Huzza ! for Otaheite !” was the cry. 

As stately swept the gallant vessel by. 

The breeze springs up ; the lately flapping sail 
Extends its arch before the growing gale ; 

In swifter ripples stream aside the seas, 

Which her bold bow flings off with dashing ease. 
Thus Argo plough’d the Euxine’s virgin foam ; 229 
But those she wafted still look’d back to home — 
These spurn their country with their rebel bark, 

And fly her as the raven fled the ark ; 

And yet they seek to nestle with the dove, 

And tame their fiery spirits down to love. 

* The now celebrated bread-fruit, lo transplant wliicli Cap- 
tain Bligh’s expedition was undertaken. 
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How pleasant were the song^ of Toobonai,'** 

When summer’s sun went down the coral bay ! 

(]omc, let us to the islet’s softest shade, 

And hear the warbling birds! the damsels said : 

The wood-dove from the forest depth shall coo, 

Like voices of the gods from Bolotoo ; 

We'll cull the flowers that grow above the dead, 

For these most bloom where rests the warrior’s head ; 

And we will sit in twilight’s face, and see 

The sweet moon glancing through the tooa tree, i o 

* The first three sections are taken from an actual song of 
the Tonga Islanders, of which a prose translation is given in 
Mariner's Account of the Tonga Isli0i9llk Toobonai is not 
however one of them 5 but wm.' p ^‘*^!j^rherc Christian 
and the mutineers took rcfiig^ added, but 

have retained as much as is jfial. 
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The lofty accents of whose sighing bough 
Shall sadly please us as we lean below ; 

Or climb the steep, and view the surf in vain 
Wrestle with rocky giants o’er the main, 

Which spurn in columns back the baffled spray. 

How beautiful are these ! how happy they, 

Who, from tlie toil and tumult of tlioir lives. 

Steal to look down where nought but Ocean strives ! 
Even he loo loves at times the blue lagoon, 19 
And smoothes his ruffled mane beneath the moon. 


II. 

Yes — from the sepulchre we’ll gather flowers, 

Then feast like spirits in their promised bowers, 

Then plunge and revel in the rolling surf. 

Then lay our limbs along the tender turf. 

And, wet and shining from the sportive toil, 

Anoint our bodies with the fragrant oil, 

And plait our garlands gather’d from the grave. 

And wear the wreaths that sprung from out the brave. 
’ But lo ! night comes, the Mooa wooes us back, 

The sound of 11; ‘ is heard along our track ; 3 o 
Anon the toj ^ shall fling its sheen 

In flashing inJ gt^cn ; 
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And we too will be there ; we too recal 
The memory bright with many a festival, 

Ere Fiji blew the shell of war, when foes 
For the first time were wafted in canoes. 

Alas ! for them the dower of mankind bleeds ; 

Alas ! for them our fields are rank with weeds : 
Forgotten is the rapture, or unknown, 

Of wandering with the moon and love alonq. 4® 
But be it so : — thej taught us how to wield 
The club, and rain our arrows o’er the field ; 

Now let them reap the harvest of their art ! 

But feast to-night ! to-morrow we depart. 

Strike up the dance, the cava bowl fill high. 

Drain every drop ! — to-morrow we may die. 

In summer garments be our limbs array’d ; 

Around our waists the Tappa’s white display’d ; 
Thick wreaths shall form our Coronal, like Spring’s 
And round our necks shall glance the Ilooni strings 
So shall their brighter hues contrast the glow 5i 
Of the dusk bosoms that beat high below. 

in. 

But now the dance is o’^‘ h^yhile ; 

Ah, pause ! nor yet jg: /lote i» .tM smile. 
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To-morrow for the Mooa we depart, 

But not to-night — to-night is for the heart. 

Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo, 

Yc young enchantresses of gay Licoo ! 

How lovely are your forms ! how every sense 
Bows to your beauties, soften'd, but intense, 6o 
Like to the flowers on Mataloco's steep. 

Which fling tlieir fragrance far athwart the deep : 
We too will see Licoo ; but — oh ! my heart — 
Wliat do I say? to-morrow we depart. 


IV. 

Thus rose a song — the harmony of times 
Before the winds blew Europe o'er these climes. 
True, they had vices — such are Nature’s growth — 
But only the Barbarian’s — we have both : 

The sordor of civilization, mix’d 69 

With all the savage which man’s fall hath fix’d. 
Who hath not seen Dissimulation’s reign, 

The prayers of Abel link’d to deeds of Cain ? 

'Who such would see, may from his lattice view 
The Old World degraded than the New,— 
Now neiv no^ •***'’)iere Columbia rears 

Twin giants, n to her spheres, 
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Where Chimborazo, over air, earth, wave, 
Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave. 


V. 


Such was this ditty of Tradition’s days, 

Which to the dead a lin(jering fame conveys 80 
In song, where Fame as yet hath left no sign 
Beyond the sound, whose charm is half diyine ; 
Which leaves no record to the sceptic eye. 

But yields young History all to harmony ; 

A boy Achilles, with the (Centaur’s lyre 
In hand, to teach him to surpass his sire. 

For one long->clierish’d ballad’s simple stave. 

Rung from the rock, or mingled with the wave, 
Or from the bubbling streamlet’s grassy side, 


Or gathering mountain echoes as they glide, ^ 
Hath greater power o’er each true heart and ear. 
Than all the columns Conquest’s minions rear ; 
Invites, when Hieroglyphics are a theme 
For sages’ labours or the student’s dream ; 
Attracts, when History’s volumes are a toil, — 


The first, the freshest bud^E soil. 

Such was this rude rl^^ he® rude- 

But such inspired /lote it j^^j^tude, 



CANTO 1£. 


y'j THE ISLAND. 

W lio cdine and conquer’d ; such, wherever rise 
Lands which no foes destroy or civilize, lOo 

Exist : and what can our accoinplisli’d art 
Of verse do more than reach the awaken’d heart ? 


VI. 

And sweetly now those untaught melodies 
Broke the luxurious silence of the skies. 

The sweet siesta of a summer day, 

The tropic afternoon of Toobonai, 

When every flower wa? bloom, and air was balm, 
And the first breath began to stir the palm, 

The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave 
All gently to refresh the thirsty cave, i lo 

Where sat tlie songstress with the stranger boy, 
Who taught her passion’s desolating joy, 

Too powerful over every heart, but most 
O’er those who know not how it may be lost ; 

O’er those who, burning in the new-born fire, 

Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre, 

With such devotion to their ecstasy. 

That life know^ rapture as to die 2 

And die Xhe'^jK' has nought 

Match’d wi!^P Jure, even in thought 
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And all our dreams of better life above 121 

But close in one eternal gusli of love. 


VII. 

There sate the gentle savage of the wild, 

In growth a woman, though in years a child, 

As childhood dates within our colder clime, 

Where nought is ripen’d rapidly save crime ; ^ 

The infant of an infant world, as pure 
From Nature — lovely, warm, and premature ; 

Dusky like Night, but Nigh# with all her stars, 

Or cavern sparkling with its native spars ; i 3 o 
With eyes that were a language and a spell, 

A form like Aphrodite’s in her shell ; 

With all her loves around her on the deep, 
Voluptuous as the first approach of sleep ; 

Yet full of life — for through her tropic cheek 
The blush would make its way, and all but speak ; 
The sun-born blood suffused her neck, and threw 
O’er her clear nut-brown skin a lucid hue. 

Like coral reddening through the darken’d wave, * 


Which draws the diver to the 


Such was this daughter ' .. c i , 

If vii • r he 

Heisdf a biUow la b, 



son cave. 
Seas, 


i4o 
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To bear the bark of others* happiness, 

Nor feci a sorrow till their joy grew less : 

Her wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew 
No joy like what it gave ; her hopes ne’er drew 
Aught from experience, that chill touchstone, whose 
Sad proof reduces all tilings from their hues : 

She fear’d no ill, because she knew it not, 149 
Or what she knew was soon — too soon — forgot : 

Her smiles and tears had pass’d, as light winds pass 
O’er lakes, to ruffle, not destroy, their glass. 

Whose depths unseareh’d, and fountains from the hill, 
Restore their surface, in itself so still. 

Until the earthquake tear the Naiad’s cave, 

Root up the spring and trample on the wave, 

And crush the living waters to a mass. 

The amphibious desart of the dank morass ! 

And must tlieir fate be hers ? Th’ eternal change 
But grasps humanity with quicker range ; 160 

And they who fall, but fall as worlds will fall, 

To rise, if just, a spirit o’er them all. 

VIII. 

'^^jeyed northern child 

but scarce less wild ; 


And who i 
Of isles m 
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The fair-liair'd offspring of the Hebrides, 

Where roars the Pcntlaiid with its whirling seas ; 
Rock'd in liis cradle by the roaring wind, 

The tempest-born in body and in mind, 

His young eyes opening on the ocean-foam, 

Had from tljal moment deem’d the deep his home, 
The giant comrade of his pensive moods, i -j i 

The sliarer of his craggy solitudes, 

The only Mentor of his youth, wliere’er 

His bark was borne ; the spqf t of wave and air ; 

A careless thing, who placed his clioice in chance, 
Nursed by the legends of his land’s romance ; 

Eager to hope, but not less firm to bear, 
Acquainted with all feelings save despair. 

Placed in the Arab’s clime, he would have been 
As bold a rover as the sands have seen, iBo 

And braved their thirst with as enduring lip 
As Ishmael, wafted on his desart-ship ; ^ 

Fix’d upon Chili’s shore, a proud Cacique ; 

On Hellas’ mountains, a rebellious Greek ; 


* The “ ship of the desari” is U- figure for the 
came] or dromedary, and lhey^>J;.!'’ r well ; the 

former for his endurance, thfi? •' . AicH-vt .ss. 
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Horn in a lent, perhaps a Tamerlane ; 
lired to a llirone, perliaj)S unfit to reign. 

For llic same soul that vends its palli to sway, 

If rear'd to siifli, can find no further prey 
heyond itself, and must retrace its way,*** 

Plunging for pleasure into pain; the same 190 
Spirit whicli made a Nero, Rome’s worst shame, 

A humbler state and discipline of Jicart 

TIad form’d his glorious namesake’s counterpart : f 

Rut grant Jiis vices, gi'inl them all his own, 

How small their theatre without a throne ! 


* “ liiK ulliKs, wlu‘11 roiiltl clinini, 

Had fiinnps in liis S;d>iiic farm.”— Poi>r . 

Tlic ('onsnl Nero, wlio iiiaclc ilit* * inKMjiiallcd maidi wliicli 
dfcrivcd llannilial, and dofcaled Asdiukal; thereby aecom- 
plibliing an acliicvenient almost unrivalle<l in military annals. 
The til St inteliigeiice of his rcluin, to ITannihal, was the sight 
of Asdinhars head thrown into his camp. When Hannibal 
saw (his, he exclaimed, with a sigh, tliat Rome would now 
he (he iiiistics.s of the woild.” And yet to this victory of 
Ncro\s it might be owing that his imperial namesake reigned 
at all ! Blit the infamy of the one lias eclipsed (he glory of the 
other. When the name of “ Nero” is heard, who thinks of 
the Consul? Rut such nic linman things. 
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Tliou sinilesl, — these comparisons seem Jiifjh 
To those who scan all things with dazzled eye ; 
Link’d with the unknown name of one whose doom 
lias nouglit to do with glory or with Rome, 

With Chili, Hellas, or with Araby, ^oo 

Thou smilest ? — Smile ; Tis better thus than sigh : 
Yet such he might have been ; he 'was a man, 

A soaring spirit ever in the v^n, 

A patriot hero or despotic chief, 

To form a nation’s glory or its grief, 

Born under auspices which make us more 
Or less than we delight to ponder o’er. 

Rut these are visions ; say, what was he Jiere ? 

A blooming boy, a truant mutineer, 

The fair-hair’d Torquil, free as Ocean’s spray, 210 
Tlie husband of the bride of Toobonai. 

X. 

By Neuha’s side he sate, and watch’d the waters, — 
Neuha, the sun-flower of tb<»'>.^**^^^^^^jdMghter 
Highborn (a birth at he^niles, 

Without a scutcheon/ ** 
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Of a lony race, the valiant and the free, 

The naked knifthls of savage chivalry, 

Whose grassy cairns ascend along the shore, 

And tliine, — IVc seen, — Achilles! do no more. 

She, when tlie thunder-bearing strangers came 
In vast canoes, begirt with bolls of flame, 221 
Topp’d with tall trees, which, loftier than the palm, 
Seem’d rooted in the deep amidst its calm ; 

But, when the winds awaken’d shot forth wings 
Broad as the cloud alojjig the horizon flings, 

And sway’d the waves, like cities of the sea, 

Making the very billows look less free ; — 

She, with lier paddling oar and dancing prow. 

Shot through the surf, like rein-deer through the snow, 
Swift-gliding o’er the breaker’s whitening edge. 

Light as a Nereid in her ocean-sledge, 2 . 3 1 

And gazed and wonder'd at the giant hulk 
Which heaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk : 
The anchor drop])’d, it lay along the deep, 

Like a huge lion in the sun asleep. 

While round it swarm’d the proas’ flitting chain, 

Like summeijl^ ’'um around his mane. 
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XT. 

The white man landed ; — need the rest be told ? 

The New World stretch’d its dusk hand to the Old ; 
Each was to each a marvel, and the tie 240 

Of wonder warm’d to better sympathy. 

Kind was the welcome of the sun-born sires, 

And kinder still their daugJiters’ gentler fires. 

Their union grew : the children of the storm 
Found beauty link’d with many a dusky form ; 

While these in turn admired the paler glow, 

Wliich seem’d so white in climes that knew no snow. 
The chase, the race, the liberty to roam, 

The soil where every cottage show’d a home ; 

The sea-spread net, tlie lightly-launch’d canoe, 
Which stemm’d the studded Archipelago, 25 1 
O’er whose blue bosom rose the starry isles ; 

The healthy slumber, earn’d by sportive toils ; 

The palm, the loftiest Dryad of the woods, 

Within whose bosom infant Bacchus broods, 

While eagles scarce build higher than the crest 
Which shadows o’er the viv^’*^‘^^^^her breast ; 

The cava feast, the y^irv*" . 

Which bears at one- A and fruit ; 
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The bread- tree, which, without the ploughshare, yiehh 
The unreap’d harvest of iinfurrow’d fields, 261 
And bakes its unadulterated loaves 
Witliout a furnace in unpurchased groves, 

And flings off famine from its fertile breast, 

A priceless market for the gathering guest ; — 

These, with the luxuries of seas and woods, 

The airy joys of social solitudes, 

'famed each rude wanderer to the synipatiiies 
Of those who were mjre happy if less wise, 

Did more than Europe’s discipline had done, 2^0 
And civilized civilization’s son ! 


XII. 

Of these, and there was many a willing pair, 
Neuha and Torquil were not the least fair : 

Doth children of the isles, though distant far ; 
Both born beneath a sea-presiding star ; 

Both nourish’d amidst Nature’s native scenes, 
Loved to the last whatever intervenes 
Between us and our childhood’s sympathy. 

Which still rj^ariti’d tvhat first caught the eye. 
He who firs|^ ’-um a^^d's swelling blue, 280 
Will love 0 s a kindred hue, 
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Hail ill each crag a friend’s familiar face, 

And clasp the mountain in liis mind’s embrace. 

Long have I roam’d through lands wiiicli are not mine, 
Adored the Alp and loved the Apennine, 

Revered Parnassus, and beheld the steep 
Jove’s Ida and Olympus crown the deep : 
but ’iwas not all long ages’ lore, nor all 
Their nature held me in their thrilling thrall ; 

The infant rapture still survived the boy, 990 
And Loch-na-gar with Ida look’d o’er Troy,*** 

Mix’d Celtic memories witfi the Phrygian mount, 

And Highland linns with Castalic’s clear fount. 

Forgive me, Homer’s universal shade ! 

Forgive me, Phoebus ! that my fancy stray’d ; 

The Nortli and Nature taught me to adore 
Your scenes sublime from tliose beloved before. 


Wlien very young, about eight years of age, after an at- 
tack of the scat let fever at Aberdeen, 1 was removed by medi- 
cal advice into the Highlands. Here 1 passed occasional!} 
some summers, and frum this peiiod 1 dale my love of moun- 
tainous countries. 1 can never forget the ellect a few years 
afterwards in England, of the only thing I had long seen, even 


in miniature, of a mountain, in the M^'crn Hills. After 1 re- 
turned to Cheltenham, I used every afternoon 

at sunset, with a sensatifs^jf' v. f ^ *^cscribc. This 

was boyish enough ^ uicfi^.t h© Sjuneen years of 

age, and it was in the / jfilole is 
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The love which niakclh all things fond and fair, 

The youtii which makes one rainbow of the air, 

The dangers past, that make even man enjoy 3oo 
The pause in which he ceases to destroy. 

The mutual beauty, which the sternest feel 
Strike to their hearts like lightning to the steel. 
United the half savage and the whole, 

The maid and boy, in one absorbing soul. 

No more the thunderiftg memory of the light 
Wrapp'd his wean’d bosom in its dark delight ; 

No more the irksome restlessness of Rest 
Disturb'd him like the eagle in her nest. 

Whose whetted beak and far-pervading eye 3io 
Darts for a victim over all the sky ; 

His heart was tamed to that voluptuous state, 

At once Elysian and effeminate, 

Which leaves no laurels o’er the hero’s urn j— 
These wither when for aught save blood they burn ; 
Yet, when their ashes in their nook are laid. 

Doth not the m^^hklcave as sweet a shade ? 

Had Caesar kj^ .*’'hi»r)atra’s kiss, 

Rome had # 1 had not been his. 
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And what have Caesar’s deeds and Caesar’s fame 
Done for the earth ? We feel them in our shame : 
The gory sanction of his glory stains 322 

The rust whicli tyrants cherish on our chains. 
Though Glory, Nature, Reason, Freedom, bid 
Roused millions do what single Brutus did, — 

Sweep lliese mere mock-birds of the despot’s song 
From the tall bough where lliey have perch’d'so long,- 
Still are we liawk’d at by such mousing owls, 

And take for falcons those ignoble fowls, 

When but a word of freed An would dispel 33o 

These bugbears, as their terrors show too well. 

XIV. 

Rapt in the fo.nd forgetfulness of life, 

Neuha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife. 

With no distracting world to call her off 
From love ; with no society to scoff 
At the new transient flame ; no babbling crowd 
Of coxcombry in admiration loud, 

Or with adulterous whisper to alloy 
Her duty, and her glory, and ; 

With faith and feeliugfj:* ^ 

She stood as stands#" #aoic is 
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Changing its hues with bright variety, 

Iiut still expanding lovelier o^cr the sky, 

Howe'er its arch may swell, its colours move, 

The cloud-compclling harbinger of Love. 

XV. 

Here, in tliis grotto of the wave-worn sliore. 

They pass'd the Tropic’s red meridian o’er; 
iSTor long tlie hours — they never paused o’er time, 
Unbroken by the clock’s funereal chime, 

Which deals the daily pittance of our span, 35o 
And points and mocks with iron laugh at man. 
What deem'd they of the future or the past ? 

The present, like u tyrant, held lliem fast : 

Their hour-glass was the sea-sand, and the tide, 
Like her smooth billow, saw their moments glide ; 
Their clock the sun, in Jiis unbounded lower ; 
They reckon'd not, whose day was but an hour ; 
The nightingale, their only vesper-bell, 

Sung sweetly to the rose the day's farewell ; * 

* The now story of the loves of the nightingale 

anti rose need dian alluded to, being sufficiently 

familiar to ihsip ^ '^‘‘•^^•'-flastern reader. 

Uia 
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The broad sun set, but not with lingering sweep, 
As in the North he mellows o’er the deep, 36 1 
But fiery, full, and fierce, as if he left 
The world for ever, earth of light bereft, 

Plunged with red forehead down along the wave, 
As dives a hero headlong to his grave. 

Then rose they, looking first along the skies,. 

And then for light into each other's eyes, 
Wondering that summer sliowM so brief a sun. 

And asking if indeed tlie day w’cre done ? 

• 

XVI. 

And let not this seem strange ; the devotee 870 
Lives not in earth, but in his ecstasy ; 

Around him days and worlds are heedless driven, 
His soul is gone before his dust to Heaven. 

Is love less potent ? No — his path is trod. 

Alike uplifted gloriously to God ; 

Or link’d to all we know of Heaven below. 

The other better self, whose joy or woe 
Is more than ours ; the all-absorbing flame 
Which, kindled by another>.j^<5^ws the same, 879 
Wrapt in one blaze ; tl 

Where gentle hca? j^gote U .'j *"»>*«• 
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How often we forget all time, wlien lone, 
Admiring Nature’s universal throne. 

Her woods, her wilds, her waters, the intense 
Reply of hers to our intelligence ! 

Live not the stars and mountains? Are the waves 
Without a spirit ? Are the dropping caves 
Without a feeling in their silent tears ? 

No, no ; — they woo and clasp us to their spheres, 
Dissolve this clog and clod of clay before 3(jo 
Its hour, and merge our soul in the great shore. 
Strip off this fond and false identity! — 

Who thinks of self, when gazing on the sky ? 

And who, though gazing lower, ever thought, 

In the young iiionients ere the heart is taught 
Time’s lesson, of man’s baseness or his own ? 

All Nature is his realm, and Love his llirone. 

XVIL 

Neuha arose, and Torquil: twilight’s hour 
Came sad and softly to their rocky bower. 

Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spars, 

Echo’d their diiijpht to the mustering stars. 
Slowly the pajjj^ ‘ Nature’s calm. 

Sought out beneath the palm ; 



CANTO II. THE ISLAND. IO9 

Now smiling and now silent, as tlie scene ; 

Lovely as Love — the spirit ! when serene. 

The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his swell 
Than breathes his mimic murinurer in the shell, 
As, far divided from his parent deep, 

The sea-born infant cries and will not sleep, 
Raising his little plaint in vain, to rave 4*® 

For the broad bosom of his nursing wave : v 
The woods droop’d darkly, as inclined to rest. 

The Tropic bird wheel’d rock-ward to his nest, 
And the blue sky spread roilind them like a lake 
Of peace, where Piety her thirst might slake. 


XVIII. 

But through the palm and plantain, hark, a voice ! 
Not such as would have been a lover’s choice. 


^ If the reader will opply to his ear the sca-shsll on his 
chimney-picce, he will be aware of whal is alluded to. If the 
text should appear obscure, he -will iind in Gebir'’ the same 
idea better expressed in two lines. — The poem I never read, 
hut have hcatd the lines quoted by a more recondite reader— 
who seems to be of a different opinion from the Editor of the 
Quarterly Review, who qualified it, in his answer to the Cri- 
tical Reviewer of his Juvenal, as trash of the worst and most 


insane description. It is to Mr. I-"'* author of Gebir, 

so qualiQed, and of some Latir> f ' with Martial 

or Catullus in obscenity * «ie fi »t Southey 

addresses his declamatir-^ /Mole is 
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Til sucli an hour, Id break tlie air so still ! 

No dying niglil-brcezc, harping o’er the hill, 
Striking the strings of Nature, rock and tree, /\ 2 o 
Tliose best and earliest lyres of harmony, 

With echo for their cliorus ; nor the alarm 
Of the loud war-whoop to dispel the charm ; 

Nor the soliloquy of the hermit owl, 

Exhaling all his solitary soul, 

TJic dim though large-eyed winged ancliorite, 

Who peals his dreary paean o’er tlic night ; — 

Hut a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill 
As ever startled through a sea-bird’s bill ; 

And then a pause, and then a hoarse ‘‘ Ilillo! 4^0 
Torquil! my boy I what cheer? Ho, brother, ho!*’ 
Who hails?” cried Torquil, following with his ey< 
The sound. “ Here’s one,” was all the brief reply. 


XIX. 

Rut here the herald of the self-same mouth 
Came breathing o’er the aromatic south, 
Not like a bed of violets” on the gale. 
Rut such as wa£(#c>** cloud o’er grog or ale. 


Borne 
Its gentle 


';:ipe, which yet had blown 
' 


one, 
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And pufF’d where'er winds rise or waters roll, /\^o 
Had wafted smoke from Portsmouth to the Pole, 
Opposed its vapour as the lightning flash’d. 

And reck'd, 'midst mountain-billows unabash’d, 
'Po yEolus a constant sacrifice, 

Through every change of all the varying skies. 

And what was he who bore it ? — I may err, 
hut deem him sailor or philosopher.**^ 

Sublime tobacco I which from cast to west 
(Cheers the Tar’s labour or the Turkman’s rest ; 
Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides /\5o 
Ills hours, and rivals opium and his brides ; 
Magnificent in Stainboul, but less grand, 

Though not less loved, in Wapping or the Strand ; 
Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe, 

When tipp’d with amber, mellow, rich, and ripe ; 
Like other charmers, wooing the caress 
More dazzlingly when daring in full dress ; 

Yet thy true lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beauties — Give me a cigar! 

* Hobbes, die lather of Locke’s and other philosophy, was 
an inveterate smoker,— -even to pL roiid compulation. 

Aic H itt he^ 

,^4olc is .4 
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Through the approaching darkness of the wood 
A human figure broke the solitude, 4^i 

Fantastically, it may be, arrayM, 

A seaman in a savage masquerade ; 

Such as appears to rise out from the deep, 

When o’er the Line the merry vessels sweep, 

And the rough Saturnalia of the Tar 
Flock o’er the deck, in Neptune’s borrow'd car ; ■* ** 
And, pleased, the God 8f Ocean sees iiis name 
Revive once more, though but in mimic game 
Of his true sons, who riot in a breeze 
Undreamt of in his native Cyclades. 

Still the old god delights, from out the main, 

To snatch some glimpses of his ancient reign. 

Our sailor’s jacket, though in ragged trim, 
llis constant pipe, which never yet burn’d dim, 
His foremast air, and somewhat rolling gait. 

Like his dear vessel, spoke his former state ; 

* This rough but jovial ceremony, used in crossing the Line, 
has been so often described, that it need not be 

more than aUiided^^ ' ‘ 
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But then a sort of kerchief round his head, 

Not over tightly bound, nor nicely spread ; 

And ’stead of trowsers (ah ! too early torn ! ^So 
For even the mildest woods will have their thorn) 
A curious sort of somewhat scanty mat 
Now served for inexpressibles and hat ; 

His naked feet and neck, and sunburnt face. 
Perchance might suit alike with either race. 

His arms were all his own, our Europe’s growth, 
Which two worlds bless for civilizing both ; 

The musket swung behind his shoulders, broad 
And somewhat stoop’d by his marine abode, 

But brawny as the boar’s; and hung beneath^ 49<> 
His cutlass droop’d, unconscious of a sheath, 

Or lost or worn away ; his pistols were • 

Link’d to his belt, a matrimonial pair — 

(Let not this metaphor appear a scoff, 

Though one miss’d fire, the other would go off) ; 
These, with a bayonet, not so free from rust 
As when the arm-chest held its brighter trust, 
Completed his accoutrements, as Night 
Survey’d him in his garb hetet'^clite. 

- - 'V 

./dote is 


499 
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XXT. 

“ What cheer, Ben Bunting ?” cried (when in full view 
Our new acquaintance; Torquil ; “ Aught of new ?” 

“ Ey, cy,” quoth Ben, not new, but news enow ; 

A strange sail in the offing.” — “ Sail! and how ? 

Wliat! could you make her out? It cannot be ; 

Tve seen no rag of canvas on the sea.” 

“ Belike,” said Ben, “ you might not from the bay, 

But from the blu(F-liead, where I watch’d to-day, 

I saw her in the doldrums ; for the wind 
Was light and baffling*.”— When the sun declined 
Where lay she? had she anchor’d?^' — “ No, but still 
She bore down on us, till tlie wind grew still.” 5i i 
“ Her flag ? ” — ‘‘ I had no glass ; but fore and aft, 
Egad, she seemM a wicked-looking craft.” 

“ Arm'd?” — “ I expect so ; — sent on the look-out; — 
'Tis time, belike, to put our helm about.” 

“ About? — Whate’er may have us now in chase, 

We’ll make no running fight, for that were base ; 

We will die at our quarters, like true men.” 

Ey, ey ; for th^t^’tis all the same to Ben.” 
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“ Does Christian know this?” — “Ay; he has piped 
all hands 

'I’o quarters. They are furbishinj; the stands 
Of arms ; and we have got some guns to bear, 

And scaled them. You are wanted.” — “ That’s but fair ; 
And if it were not, mine is not the soul 
To leave my comrades helpless on the shoal. 

My Ncuha ! ah ! and must my fate pursue 

I^ot me alone, but one so sweet and true ? 

hut whatsoe’er betide, ah, Ncuha! now 

Unman me not ; the Jiour will not allow 

A tear ; I am thine, whatever intervenes ! ” 53o 

“ Right,” quoth Ben, “ that will do for the marines.”^ 

* * ** That will do fur the Marines, but the sailors won’t be- 
lieve it,” is an old saying, and one of the few fragments of 
forracr jealousies which still survive (in jest only) between 

these gallant services. 
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The fight was o’er; the flasJiing through the gloom, 
Which robes the cannon as he wings a tomb, 

Had ceased ; and sulphury vapours upward driven 
Had left the eartli, and but polluted Heaven : 

The rattling roar whicli rung in every volley 
Had left the echoes to their melancholy ; 

No more they shriek’d their horror, boom for boom ; 
The strife was done, the vanquish’d had their doom ; 
The mutineers were crush’d, dispersed, or ta’en, 

Or lived to deem the happiest were the slain. lo 
Few, few escaped, and these were hunted o’er 
The isle they loved beyond their native shore. 

No further home was their’s^;J!j^f on earth, 

Once renegades to that w>iote is..!' ^ ^:^ |birtii ; 



TIIK ISLAMK 


CANTO III. 


I l8 

Track’d like wild beasts, like ibeiii tliej soupjit the wild, 
As tu a moilier’s bosom Aies the ciiild ; 
but vaiidy wolves and lions seek tlieir den, 

And still more vainly, men escape from men. 

!I. 

benealli a rock whose jutting base protrudes 
I'nr over ocean in his fiercest moods, 9.0 

WJien scaling his enormous crag, the wave 
Is huiTd down headlong like the foremost brave, 

And falls back on the foaming crowd behind, 

Winch fight beneath the banners of the wind, 
but now at rest, a little remnant drew 
Together, bleeding, thirsty, faint, and few ; 
but still their weapons in their hands, and still 
With something of the pride of former will, 

As men not all unused to meditate, 

And strive much more than wonder at their fate. 

TJioir present lot was what they had foreseen, 3 i 
And dared as what was likely to have been ; 
let still tlie lingering hope, which deem’d their lot 
Not pardon’d, but unsought for or forgot. 

Or trusted tlia^H^' ''*^i|hl, their distant caves 
Might still }st the world of waves, 
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Had wean’d their thoughts in part from what tliey saw 
And felt — the ycngcance of their country’s law. 

Their sea-grccn isle, tJieir guilt-won paradise, 

No more could shield tlieir virtue or their vice : /\o 
Their better feelings, if such were, were thrown 
back on llicniselvcs, — their sins remain’d alone. 
Proscribed even in their second country, they 
Were lost ; in vain the world before them lay ; 

All outlets seem’d secured. Their new allies 
Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice ; 

But what avail’d the club aii3 spear and arm 
Of Hercules, against the sulphury charm, 

The magic of the thunder, which destroy’d 
The warrior ere his strength could be employ’d ? 

Dug, like a spreading pestilence, the grave 5i 
No less of human bravery than the brave ! ^ 

Their own scant numbers acted all the few 
Against the many oft will dare and do ; 

But though the choice seems native to die free. 

Even Greece can boast but one Thennopyl®, 

* Archidamus, King of Sparia, and son of Agcsilaiis, wlicn 
he saw a machine invented for the casting of stones and darts, 
exclaimed that it was the “ Grave of Valoi - The same story 
has been told of some knights on the fi d lie ^ication of Gun- 
powder; but the original anecdote is .k* 
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Till /70W, when she has forged her broken chain 
r>ack to a sword, and dies and lives again ! 

III. 

Beside the jutting rock the few appear’d, 

Like the last remnant of the red-deer’s herd ; lio 

Tlieir eyes were feverish, and their aspect worn, 

But still the hunl^'’s blood was on their horn. 

A little stream came tumbling from the height, 

And straggling into ocean as it might, 

Its bounding crystal frftlick’d in the ray. 

And gush’d from cleft to crag with sallless spray ; 

Close on the wild, wide ocean, yet as pure 
And fresh as innocence, and more secure, 

Its silver torrent glitter’d o’er the deep, 

As the shy chamois’ eye o’erlooks the steep, 70 
While far below the vast and sullen swell 
Of ocean’s Alpine azure rose and fell. 

To this young spring they rush’d, — all feelings first 
Absorb’d in Passion’s and in Nature’s thirst, — 

Drank as they do who drink their last, and threw 
Tlieir arms aside to revel in its dew ; 

Cool’d their sem^’d throats, and wash’d the gory stains 
From wouod^lBse only bandage might be chains ; 
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Then, when iheir drought was quencii’d, look’d 
' sadly round, 

As wondering how so many still were found Hn 
Alive and fetterless : — but silent all. 

Each sought his fellow’s eyes as if to call 
On him for language, which his lips denied, 

4 s though their voices with their cause had died. 

IV. 

Stern, and aloof a little from ^le rest, 

Stood Christian, with liis anus across liis chest. 

The ruddy, reckless, dauntless iiue, once spread 
Along Ills cheek, was livid now as lead ; 

His light-brown locks, so graceful ia their flow, 
Now rose like startled vipers o’er his brow. 90 
Still as a statue, with his lips compress’d 
To stifle even the breath within his breast, 

Fast by the rock, all menacing but mute, 

He stood ; and, save a slight beat of his foot, 
Which deepen’d now and then the sandy dint 
Beneath his heel, his form seem’d turn’d to fliiU. 
Some paces further Torquil loan’d his head 
Against a bank, and spoke not, but he bled, — 


voL. xm. 
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Not iiiortally—liis worst wound was within ; 

His brow was pale, his blue eyes sunken in, lOo 
And blood-drops sprinkled o’er liis yellow hair 
Sliow’d that his faintness came not from despair, 

But Nature’s ebb. Beside him was another, 

Bough as a bear, but willing as a brother, — 

Ben Bunting, who essay’d to wash, and wipe, 

And bind his wound — then calmly lit his pipe — 

A trophy wliich survived an hundred fights, 

A beacon which had cheer’d ten thousand nights. 

The fourth and last of this deserted group 
Walk’d up and down — at times would stand, then stoop 
To pick a pebble Ujj — then let it drop — 1 1 1 

Then hurry as in haste— tlien quickly stop — 

Then cast his eyes on his companions — then 
Half whistle half a tune, and pause again — 

And then Iiis former movements would redouble. 

With something between carelessness and trouble. 

This is a long description, but applies 
To scarce five minutes past before the eyes ; 

But yet what minutes ! Moments like to these 
Bend men’s lives into immortalities. 120 
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V. 

At length Jack Skyscrape, a iiieicurial man, 

Who flutter'd over all things like a fan, 

More brave than firm, and more disposed to dure 
And die at once than wrestle with despair, 
Exclaim’d “ G — d damn!" Those syllables intense 
Nucleus of England's native eloquence, 

As the Turk's Allah !” or the Roman’s more 
Pagan “ Proh Jupiter!” was«ivont of yore 
To give their first impressions such a vent, 

By way of echo to embarrassment. 1 3o 

Jack was embarrass’d, — never hero more, 

And as he knew not what to say, he swore : 

Nor swore in vain ; the long congenial sound 
Revived £eii Bunting from his pipe profound ; 

He drew it from his mouth, and look’d full wise. 
But merely added to the oath, his eyes ; 

Thus rendering the imperfect phrase complete — 

A peroration I need not repeat. 


VI, 

But Christian, of an higher order, stood 

Like an extinct volcano in his moc 1 4*^ 



THE ISLAND. 


CANTO III. 


124 

Silent, and sad, and savage, — with the trace 
Of passion recking from his clouded face ; 

Till lifting up again his sombre eye. 

It glanced on Tor<[uil who lean’d faintly by. 

And is it thus?” he cried, “ unhappy boy ! 

And thee too, ihce — my madness must destroy." 

He said, and strode to where young Torquil stood, 
Yet dabbled with liis lately flowing blood ; 

Seized his hand wistfully, but did not press, 

And shrunk as fearfui of his own caress; i5o 
Enquired into his state; and when he heard 
The wound was slighter than he deem’d or fear’d, 

A moment’s brightness pass’d along his brow, 

As much as such a moment would allow. 

“ Yes,” he exclaim’d, “ we are taken in the toil, 
but not a coward or a common spoil ; 

Dearly they have bought us — dearly still may buy,— 
And I must fall ; but have you strength to fly ? 

’T would be some comfort still, could you survive ; 
Our dwindled band is now too few to strive. i6o 
Oh! for a sole canoe! though but a shell. 

To bear you hence to wdiere a hope may dwell! 

For me, my lot is what I sought ; to be, 

In life *, the fearless and the free.’’ 
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Vlf. 

Kveu as he Sjjoke, around the promontory, 

Whicli nodded o’er the billows hif][h and hoary, 

A dark speck dotted ocean : on it flew 
Like to the sliadov/ of a roused sea ineW ; 

Onward it came — and, lo ! a second follow'd — 

Now’ seen— now^ liid — wdiere ocean’s vale was hollow’d 
And near, and nearer, till their dusky crew 
Presented well-known aspects to the view, fy?. 

Till on the surf their skimraiAg paddles play, 

Buoyant as winj<ys, and flitting through the spray 
Now perching on the wave’s high curl, and now 
Dash'd downward in the thundering foam below. 
Which flings it broad and boiling, sheet on sheet. 

And slings its high flakes, shiver'd into sleet ; 

But floating still through surf and swell, drew nigh 
The barks, like small birds through a lowering sky. 
Their art seem’d nature — such the skill lo sw^ep 
The wave , of these born playmates of the deep . 1 8?. 

VIII. 

And who the first that, springing on the strand, 

Leap'd like a Nereid from her shell to land, 
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With (lark but brllliarit skin, and dewy eye 
Shining with love, and hope, and constancy? 
Neuha, — the fond, the faithful, the adored, 

Her heart on Torquil’s like a torrent pour’d ; 

And siniled, and wept, and near, and nearer clasp’ 
As if to be assured ’twas him she grasp’d ; igo 
Shudder’d to see his yet warm wound, and then, 

1 o find it trivial, smiled and wept again. 

She was a warrior’s daughter, and could bear 
Such sights, and feel, and mourn, but not despair. 
Her lover lived,— nor foes nor fears could blight 
That full-blown moment in its all delight : 

.Toy trickled in her tears, joy fill’d the sob 
TJiat rock’d her heart till almost heard to throb; 
And paradise was breathing in the sigh 
Of Nature’s child in Nature’s ecstasy. 200 


IX. 

The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting 
Were not unmoved ; who are, when hearts are greeti 
Even Christian gazed upon the maid and boy 
With tearless eye, but yet a gloomy joy 
Mix’d with those bitter thoughts the soul arrays 
In hopeless^jsions of our better days, 
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When airs gone — to the rainbow’s latest ray. 

And but for me!” he said, and turn’d away; 

Then gazed upon the pair, as in his den 
A lion looks upon his cubs again ; ?.io 

And then relapsed into his sullen guise, 

As heedless of his further destinies. 

X. 

But brief their lime for good or evil thought ; 

The billows round the promontory brought 
The plash of hostile oars— Allis ! who made 
That sound a dread ? All round them seem’d array’d 
Against them, save the bride of Toobonai : 

She, as she caught the first glimpse o’er the bay 
Of the arm’d boats which hurried to complete 
The remnant’s ruin with their flying feet, 220 
Beckon’d the natives round her to their prows. 
Embark’d their guests, and launch’d their light canoes 
In one placed Christian and his comrades twain ; 

But she and Torquil must not part again. * 

She fix’d him in her own— Away ! away ! 

They clear the breakers, dart along the bay. 

And towards a group of islets, such as bear 
The sea-bird’s nest and seal’s surf-bollow’d lair, 
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They skim I lie blue tops of the Inllows ; fast 
I'hey flew, and fast llicir fierce pursuers chased. 
They jjain upon them — now they lose a{pin, — 
A[^ain make way and menace oVt the main ; 

And now the two canoes in chase divide, 

And follow different cour.scs o’er the tide, 

To baflle the pursuit — Away! away ! 

As life is on cacb paddle’s flifjht lo-tlay, 

And more than life or lives to Neuha; Love 
Freights the frail bark and urges to tlie cove — 
And now tlie refuge aifd the foe are nigh — 

Yet, yet a moment! — Fly, thou light Ark, fly ! 
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WiiiiK ii,s a white sail on a dusky sea, 

WluMi half the horizon’s clouded and half free, 
Fluttering between the dun wave and the sky, 
Is hojie’s last gleam in man’s extremity. 

Her anchor parts ; but still her snowy sail 
Attracts our eye amidst the rudest gale : 
Tlioiigli every wave she climbs divides us more, 
The heart still follows from the loneliest shore. 


IL 

Not distant from the isle of Toobonai, 

A black rock rears its bosom o’er the spray, j o 
The haunt of birds, a desart to mankind, 

Where the rough seal reposes from^-ti^, wind, 
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Atid biceps unwieldy in his cavern dun, 

Or gambols willi huge frolic in the sun : 

There shrilly to the passing oar is heard 
The startled echo of the ocean bird, 

Who rears on its bare breast her callow brood. 
The feather’d fislicrs of the solitude. 

V narrow segment of the yellow sand 
On one side forms the outline of a strand ; 20 

Here the young turtle, crawling from his shell, 
Steals to the deep wherein his parents dwell j 
(Uiipp’d by the beam, a nursling of the day, 
but hatch’d for ocean by the fostering ray ; 

The rest was one bleak precipice, as e’er 
Gave mariners a shelter and despair, 

A spot to make the saved regret the deck 
Which late went down, and envy the lost wreck. 
Such was the stern asylum I^euha chose 
To shield her lover from his following foes ; 3 o 
But all its secret was not told ; she knew 
In this a treasure hidden from the view. 


in. 

Ere tiie canoes divided, near the spot, 

The men tl^||jpann’d what held her Tor([uirs lot, 
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By her command removed, to strengthen more 
The skiff which wafted Christian from the shore. 

This he would have opposed ; but with a smile 
She pointed calmly to the craggy isle, 

And bade him “ speed and prosper.” She would take 
The rest upon herself for Torquil’s sake. i\o 

They parted with this added aid ; afar 
The ])roa darted like a shooting star, 

And gain'd on the pursuers, who now steer'd 
Riglit on the rock whicli she and Torquil near'd. 

They pull’d; her arm, thougli delicate, was free 
And firm as ever grappled with the sea, 

And yielded scarce to Torquil's manlier strength. 

The prow now almost lay within its length 
Of the crag's steep, inexorable face, 

With nought but soundless waters for its base ; 5o 
Within an hundred boats’ length was the foe, 

And now what refuge but their frail canoe ? 

This Torquil ask’d with half upbraiding eye, 

Which said — “ Has Neuha brought me Jiere to die ? 

Is this a place of safety, or a grave, 

And yon huge rock the tombstone of tlie wave ?” 
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IV. 

'I'hcy lasted oti tlieir paddles, and upiose 
iVculia, and, poinling to the approaching foes, 
dried, ** Torquil, follow ine, and fearless follow!” 
riien plunged at once into the ocean’s hollow, (io 
Inhere was no time to pause — the foes w'cre near — 
dJjains in Jiis eye and menace in his car ; 

With vigour they pull'd on, and as tliey came, 
Hail’d him to yield, and by his forfeit name. 
Headlong he Icap’d — to him the swimmer’s skill 
Was native, and now all his Ijope from ill ; 
hut how or where ? He dived, and rose no more ; 
The boat’s crew look’d amazed o’er sea and shore. 
There was no landing on that precipice, 

Steep, harsh, and slippery as a berg of ice. ■jo 
They watch’d awhile to see him float again, 
hut not a trace rebubbled from the main : 

The wave roll’d on, no ripple on its face, 

Since their first plunge, recall’d a single trace ; 

The little whirl which eddied, and slight foam. 
That whiten’d o’er what seem’d their late.st home, 
White as a sepulchre above the pair, 

Who left no marble (mournful as an heir). 
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Tlic quiet proa, wavering o’er the tide, 

Was all that told of Torquil and his bride; 8o 
And but for this alone the whole might seem 
Tlic vanish’d phantom of a seaman’s dream. 

'Flicy paused and search’d in vain, then pull’d 
away, 

Kven superstition now forbade their stay. 

Some said he had not plunged into the wave, 

Hut vanish’d like a corpse-light from a grave ; 
Olliers, that something supernatural 
(xlarcd in his figure, more than mortal tall ; 

While all agreed, that in his cheek and eye 
There was the dead hue of eternity. i)o 

Still as their oars receded from the crag, 

Hound every weed a moment would they lag, 
Expectant of some token of their prey ; 

Hut no — he had melted from them like tlie spray. 

V. 

And where was he, the Pilgrim of the Deep, 
Following the Nereid ? Had they ceased to weep 
For ever? or, received in coral caves, 

Wrung life and pity from the softening waves ? 
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Did they with Ocean’s hidden sovereigns dwell, 
And sound with Mermen the fantastic shell ? loc 
Did Neuha with the Mermaids comb her hair 
Flowing o’er ocean as it stream’d in air? 

Or had they pcrisli’d, and in silence slept 
riciicalh the gulpli wherein they boldly leap’d ? 


VI. 

Young Neuha plunged into the deep, and he 
Follow’d : her track beneath her native sea 

f 

Was as a native’s of the element, 

So smoothly, bravely, brilliantly she went, 

Leaving a streak of light behind her heel, 

Which struck and flash’d like an amphibious steel. 
Closely, and scarcely less expert to trace 1 1 1 

The depths where divers hold the pearl in chase, 
Tort[uil, the nursling of the northern seas. 

Pursued her liquid steps with art and ease. 

^ Deep — deeper for an instant Neuha led 
Tlic way — then upward soar’d — and, as she spread 
Her arms, and flung the foam from off her locks. 
Laugh’d, and the sound was answer’d by the rocks. 
They had gain’d a central realm of earth again, 

Rut look’d for tree, vind field, and sky, in vain. 



r.AMO IV. 


THE ISLAND. 


1 35 

Around she pointed to a spacious cave, 

Whose only portal was tlie keyless wave * 

(A hollow archway by the sun unseen, 

Save through the billows’ glassy veil of green, 

Til some transparent ocean holiday, 

When all the finny people are at play), 

Wiped witli her hair the brine from Torquil’s eyes, 
And clapp’d her hands with joy at his surprise ; 

Tied liim to where the rock, appear’d to jut 
And form a something like a Triton’s liut ; 1 3o 

For all was darkness for a space, till day 
Through clefts above let in a sober’d ray ; 

As in some old cathedral’s glimmering aisle 
The dusty monuments from light recoil, 

Tlius sadly in their refuge submarine 

The vault drew half her shadow from the scene. 


VII. 

Forth from her bosom the young savage drew 
A pine torch, strongly girded witli gnatoo ; 

* Of this cave (which is no fiction) the original will be 
found in the 9th chapter of Marimfr's Account of the Tonga 
Islands, I have taken the poetical liberty to transplant it to 
Toobonai, the last island where any distinct account is left of 
Christian and his comrades. 
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A plaiiitain leaf o’er all, the more to keep 
Its latent sparkle from the sapping deep. \t\o 
This mantle kept it dry ; then from a nook 
Of the same plaintain leaf, a flint she took, 

A few shrunk wither’d twigs, and from the blade 
Of Torquil’s knife struck fire, and thus array’d 
'flic grot with torchlight. Wide it was and high, 
And sliow’d a self-born Gotliic canopy ; 

I'lie arch uprear'd by Nature’s architect, 

The architrave some earthquake might erect ; 

The buttress from some mountain’s bosom hurl’d, 
W hen the Poles crash’d and Water was Uie World ; 
Or harden’d from some earth-absorbing fire i5x 
While yet the globe reek’d from its funeral pyre ; 
The fretted pinnacle, the aisle, the nave,'*' 

Were there, all scoop’d by Darkness from her Cave. 


* This may seem too minute for the gcueral outline (in Mari- 
nlr's Account) from which it is taken. But few men have 
travelled without seeing something of the kind— on land, that 
is. Without adverting to EUora, in Morgo Park’s last jour- 
nal (if my memory do not err, for there arc eight years since 
1 read the hook) he mentions having met with a rock or moun- 
tain so exactly resembling a Gothic cathedral, that only mi- 
nute inspection could convince him that it was a work of 
nature. 
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riiere, willi a little tinge of Phantasy, 

Kantaslic faces moped and mow’d on high, 

Vnd then a mitre or a slirine woulil fix 
rhe eye upon its seeming crucifix. 

'fhus Nature play’d with the Stalactites, 

And Imilt herself a chapel of the Seas. iho 

VIII. 

And Ncuha took her Torquil by the hand, 

\nd waved along the vault her kindled brand, 
And led him into each recess* and show’d 
Tlie secret places of their new abode. 

Nor these alone, for all had been prepared 
before, to sootlie the lover’s lot she shared ; 

The mat for rest ; for dress the fresh gnatoo, 

And sandal-oil to fence against the dew ; 

For food the cocoa-nut, the yam, the bread 169 
born of the fruit ; for board the plantain spread 
With its broad leaf, or turtle shell which bore 
A banquet in the flesh it cover'd o’er ; 

The gourd with water recent from the rill, 

The ripe banana from the mellow hill ; 

A pine-torch pile to keep undying light. 

And she herself, as beautiful as Night, 
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To fling her shadowy spirit o’er the scene, 

And make their subterranean world serene. 

She had foreseen, since first ilie stranger’s sail 
Drew to tlieir isle, that force or flight might fail, 
And form’d a refuge of the rocky den i8i 

For Torquil’s safety from his countrymen. 

Each dawn had wafted there her light canoe, 
Laden with all the golden fruits that grew ; 

Each eve had seen her gliding through the hour 
With all could cheer or deck their sparry bower ; 
And now slie spread liA: little store with smiles, 
The happiest daughter of the loving isles. 

IX. 

She, as he gazed with grateful wonder, press’d 
Her shelter’d love to her impassion’d breast ; igo 
And, suited to her soft caresses, told 
An cldcn tale of Love, — for Love is old, 

Old as Eternity, but not outworn 

With each new being born or to be born : * 

* The reader will recollect the epigram of the Greek An> 
thology , or its translation into most of the modern languages : 

“ Whoe’er thou art, thy master see, 

He was, or is, or is to be.*’ 
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How a youDg Chief, a thousand moons ago, 

Diving for turtle in the depths helow. 

Had risen, in tracking fast his ocean prey. 

Into tlie cave which round and o'er them lay; 

How, in some desperate feud of after time. 

He shelter’d there a daughter of the clime, 200 
A foe beloved, and offspring of a foe. 

Saved by his tribe but for a captive’s woe ; 

How, when the storm of war was still’d, he led 
His island clan to where the waters spread 
Their deep green shadow o’er the rocky door, 

Then dived — it seem’d as if to rise no more : 

His wondering mates, amazed within their bark, 

Or deem’d him mad, or prey to the blue shark ; 
Row’d round in sorrow the sea-girded rock, 209 
Then paused upon their paddles from the shock. 
When, fresh and springing from the deep, they saw 
A Goddess rise — so deem’d they in their awe ; 

And their companion, glorious by her side, 

Proud and exulting in his Mermaid bride ; 

And how, when undeceived, the pair they bore 
With sounding conchs and joyous shouts to shore ; 
How they had gladly lived and calmly died, 

And why not also Torquil and his bride ? 
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INfot mine to tell the rapturous caress 
Which follow’d wildly in that wild recess 220 
This talc ; enough that all within that cave 
Was Love, though buried strong as in the grave 
Where Abelard, through twenty years of death, 

When Eloisa’s form was lower’d beneath 

'Iheir nuptial vault, his arms outstretch’d, and press’d 

riie kindling ashes to his kindled breast.''* 

The waves without sang round their couch, their roar 
As much unheeded as if life were o’er: 

Within, their hearts made all their harmony. 

Love’s broken murmur and more broken sigh. 280 


X. 

And they, the cause and sharers of the shock 
Which left them exiles of the hollow rock, 

Where were they ? O’er the sea for life they plied, 

To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied. 

Another course had been their choice — but where? 

TJie wave which bore them still, their foes would bear, 


* The tradition is attached to the story of Eloisa, that when 
her body was lowered into the grave of Abelard (who had 
been hurled twenty years) he opened his arms to receive 
her. 
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Who, disappointed of their former chase, 

In search of Christian now renew’d their race. 
Eager with anger, their strong arms made way, 
Like vultures baffled of their previous prey. 24^ 
They gain’d upon them, all whose safety lay 
In some bleak crag or deeply-hidden bay : 

No further chance or choice remain’d ; and right 
For tlie first further rock which met their sight 
They steer’d, to take their latest view of land, 

A.nd yield as victims, or die^sword in hand ; 
Dismiss’d the natives and their shallop, who 
Would still Jiave battled for that scanty crew ; 

But Cliristian bade tbein seek their shore again, 
Nor add a sacrifice which were in vain ; 260 

For what were simple bow and savage spear 
Against the arms which must be wielded here ? 

XI. 

They landed on a wild but narrow scene, 

Where few but Nature’s footsteps yet had been ; 
Prepared their arms, and with that gloomy eye. 
Stern and sustain’d, of man’s extremity, 

When Hope is gone^ nor Glory’s self remains 
To cheer resistance against death or chains, — 
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They stood, the three, as tlie three hundred stood 
Who dyed Thermopyloc with holy blood. 260 
But, ah! how difTerciit! *tis the cause makes all, 
Degrades or hallows courage in its fall. 

O'er them no fame, eternal and intense, 

Blazed through the clouds of death and beckon’d hence ; 
No grateful country, smiling through her tears, 

Begun the praises of a thousand years ; 

No nation’s eves would on their tomb be bent, 

No licroes envy them^their monument; 

However boldly their warm blood was spilt, 

Their life was shame, their epitaph was guilt. 270 
And this they knew and felt, at least tlie one, 

The leader of the band he had undone ; 

Who, born perchance for better things, had set 
His life upon a cast which linger’d yet : 
h’ut now the die was to be thrown, and all 
The chances were in favour of his fall ; 

And such a fall ! But still he faced the shock, 
Obdurate as a portion of the rock 
Whereon he stood, and fix’d his levell’d gun, 

Dark as a sullen cloud before the sun. 280 
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XII. 

Tlie boat drew nigh, well arm’d, and firm the crew 
To act whatever Duty bade them do ; 

Careless of danger, as the onward Wind 
Is of the leaves it strews, nor looks behind : 

And yet perhaps they rather wish’d to go 
Against a nation’s than a native foe, 

And felt that this poor victim of self-will, 

Briton no more, had once h^en Britain’s still 
They hail’d him to surrender — no reply ; 289 

Their arms were poised, and glitter’d in the sky. 

They hail’d again — no answer ; yet once more 
They offer’d quarter louder than before. 

The echoes only, from the rock’s rebound, 

Took their last farewell of the dying sound. 

Then flash’d the flint, and blazed the volleying flame. 
And the smoke rose between them and their aim, 
Wliile the rock rattled with the bullets’ knell, 

Which peal’d in vain, and flatten’d as they fell ; 

Then flew the only answer to be given 299 

By those who had lost all hope in earth or heaven. 
After the first fierce peal, as they pull’d nigher. 

They heard the voice of Christian shout, Now fire!" 
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And ere the word upon the echo died, 

Two fell ; the rest assail’d the rock’s rough side, 

And, furious at the madness of their foes, 

Disdain’d all furtlier cffoiTs, save to close, 
hut steep the crag, and all without a path, 
l^ach step opposed a bastion to their WTath ; 

WJjile, placed ’midst clefts the least accessible, 3oij 
Which Christian’s eye was train’d to mark full well, 
The three maintain’d a strife which must not yield, 
la spots where eagles jinight have chosen to build. 
Their every shot told ; while the assailant fell. 

Dash’d oil tlie shingles like the limpet shell ; 

But still enough survived, and mounted still. 
Scattering their numbers here and there, until 
Surrounded and coiumaiided, though not nigh 
Enough for seizure, near enough to die. 

The desperate trio held aloof their fate 

Rut by a thread, like sharks who have gorged the bait ; 

Yet to the very last they battled well, 

And not a groan inform’d their foes who fell. 

Christian died last — twice wounded ; and once more 
Mercy was offer’d when they saw his gore ; 

Too late for life, but not too late to die, 

With though a hostile hand to close his eye 
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A limb was broken, and lie droop'd along 
The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young. 

The sound revived him, or appear’d to wake 
Some passion which a weakly gesture spake ; 33o 
He beckon’d to tlie foremost wJio drew nigh, 

But, as they near’d, he rear’d his weapon high — 

His last ball had been aim’d, but from his breast 
He tore the topmost button of his vest,'** . 

Down the tube dash’d it, Icvell’d, fired, and smileri 
As his foe fell ; then, like a serpent, coil’d 
His wounded, weary form, to where the steep 
Look’d desperate as himself along the deep ; 

Cast one glance back, and clench’d his hand, and shook 
His last rage ’gainst the earth which he forsook ; 

* In Thibault’s Account of Frederic II, of Prussia, thcro 
is a singular relation of a young Frenchman, -who, with his 
mistress, appeared to be of some rank. He enlisted and de- 
serted at Seweidniczj and, after a desperate resistance, was 
retaken, having killed an officer, who attempted to seize him 
after 1 e was wounded, by the discharge ol his musket loaded 
-with a button of his uniform. Some circumstances on his 
court-martial raised a great interest amongst his judges, wlu) 
-wished to discover his real situation in liie, -which he oirered 
to disclose, but to the King only, to whom he requested per- 
mission to write. This was refused, and Ficdcric tv as filled 
with the greatest indignation, from baffied curiosity or some 
other motive, when he understood that his request had been 
denied. — Sec Tbibaoit’s work, vol. ii.— (I quote from me- 
mory.) 

VOL. XIII. 


7 
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Then plunged ; the rock below received like glass 
His body crush’d into one gory mass, 34^ 

With scarce a shred to tell of human form, 

Or fragment for the sea-bird or the worm ; 

A faiv-hair’d scalp, besmear’d with blood and weeds 
Yet reek’d, the remnant of himself and deeds ; 

Some splinters of his weapons (to the last, 

As long as hand could hold, he held them fast) 

Yet glitter’d, but at distance — hurl’d away 
To rust beneath the dew and dashing spray. 35o 
The rest was nothing — save a life mis-spent^ 

And soul — but who shall answer where it went? 
’Tis ours to bear, not judge the dead ; and they 
Who doom to hell, themselves are on tlie way, 
Unless these bullies of eternal pains 
Are pardon’d their bad hearts for their worse brains. 

xni. 

The deed was over ! All were gone or ta’en, 

The fugitive, the captive, or the slain. 

Chain’d on the deck, where once, a gallant crew, 
They stood with honour, were the wretched few 
Survivors of the skirmish on the isle ; 36 1|| 

hut the last rock left no sorviving spoil. 
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Cold lay they where they fell, and weltering, 

While o'er them flapp'd the sea-birds' dewy wing, 
Now wheeling nearer from the neighbouring surge, 
And screaming high their harsh and hungry dirge : 
But calm and careless heaved the wave below, 
Eternal with unsympathetic flow ; 

Far o’er its face the dolphins sported on. 

And sprung the flying-fish against the sun, 870 
Till its dried wing relapsed from its brief height, 

To gather moisture for another flight- 

• 

XIV. 

*Twas morn ; and Neuha, who by dawn of day 
Swam smoothly forth to catch the rising ray. 

And watch if aught approach'd the amphibious lair 
Where lay her lover, saw a sail in air : 

It flapp’d, it fill'd, and to the growing gale 
Bent its broad arch : her breath began to fail 
With fluttering fear, her heart beat thick and high. 
While yet a doubt sprung where its course might lie 
But no! it came not ; fast and far away 38 1 
, The shadow lessen’d as it clear’d the bay. 

She gazed, and flung the sea-foam from her eyes, 

' To watch as for a rainbow in the skies. 
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On the horizon verged the distant deck, 

Diminish’d, dwindled to a very speck — 

Then vanish’d. All was ocean, all was joy ! 

Down plunged she through the cave to rouse her boy 
Told all she had seen, and all she hoped, and all 
That happy Love could augur or recal ; 890 

Sprung forth again, with Torquil following free 
His bounding Nereid over the broad sea ; 

Swam round the rock, to where a shallow cleft 
Hid the canoe that Neuha there had left 

I 

Drifting along the tide, without an oar. 

That eve the strangers chased them from the shore ; 
But when these vanish’d, she pursued her prow, 
Regain’d, and urged to where they found it now : 
Nor ever did more Love and Joy embark, 

Than now was wafted in that slender ark. 4 ^^ 


XV. 

Again their own shore rises on the view, 

No more polluted with a hostile hue ; 

No sullen ship lay bristling o’er the foam, 

A floating dungeon : — ^all was Hope and Home ! 
A thousand proas darted o’er the bay. 

With sounding shells, and heralded their way ; 
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The Chiefs came down, around the people pour’d, 
And welcomed Torquil as a son restored ; 

The women tlironp/d, embracing and embraced 
By Neuha, asking where they had been chased, 4 * ^ 
And how escaped ? The tale was told ; and then 
One acclamation rent the sky again ; 

And from that hour a new tradition gave 
Their sanctuary the name of “ Neuha’s Cave.^” 

An hundred fires, far flickering from the height, 
Blazed o’er the general revel of the night, 

The feast in honour of the gu«st, return’d 
To Peace and Pleasure, perilously earn’d ; 

A night succeeded by such happy days 

As only the yet infant world displays. .^20 




APPENDIX 


EXTRACT FROM THE VOYAGE BY CAPTAIN BLIGH. 


Ok the 27th of December it blew a severe storm of 
wind from the eastward, in the course of which we suf- 
fered greatly. One sea broke away the spare yards and 
spars out of the starboard maifichains ; another broke 
into the ship and stove all the boats. Several casks of 
beer tliat had been lashed on deck broke loose, and were 
washed overboard ; and it was not without great risk and 
difficulty that we were able to secure the boats from 
being washed away entirely. A great quantity of our 
bread was also damaged and rendered useless, for the 
sea had stove in our stem, and filled the cabin with 
water. 

On the 5 th of January, 1788, we saw the island ol 
TenerifFe about twelve leagues distant, and next day, 
being Sunday, came to an anchor in the road of Santa 
Cruz. There we took in the necessary supplies, and, 
having finished our business, sailed on the loth. 

1 now divided the people into three watches, and gave 
the charge of the third watch to Mr. Fletcher Christian, 
one of the mates. I have always considered this a de- 
sirable regulation when circumstances will admit of it^. 
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and I am persuaded that unbroken rest not only contri- 
butes much towards the health of the ship's company, 
but enables them more readily to exert themselves in 
cases of sudden emergency. 

As I wished to proceed to Otaheite without stopping, 
J reduced the allowance of bread to two-thirds, and 
caused the water for drinking to be filtered through 
drip-stones, bought at Tencriffc for that purpose. I now 
acquainted the ship's company of the object of the voyage, 
and gave assurances of certain promotion to every one 
whose endeavours should merit it. 

On Tuesday the o.Glh of February, being in South la- 
titude 29® 38 ', and i^4‘‘ longitude, we bent new 

sails, and made other necessary preparations for encoun- 
tering the weather thdt was to be expected in a high 
latitude. Our distance from the coast of Brazil was 
about 100 leagues. 

On the forenoon of Sunday the 2d of March, after 
seeing that every perstm was clean, di\inc service was 
performed, according to my usual custom on this day : 
I gave to Mr. Fletcher Christian, whom I had before 
directed to lake charge of the third watch, a written 
order to act as lieutenant. 

The change of temperature soon began to be sensibly 
i'elt, and, that the people might not suffer from their own 
negligence, 1 supplied them with thicker clothing, as 
better suited to the climate. A great number of whales 
of an immense size, with two spoutholes on the back of 
the head, were seen on the 11th. 

On a complaint made to me by the Master, 1 found it 
necessary to puni»h Matthew Quintal, one of the seamen, 
with two dozen of lashes, for insolence and mutinous 
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behaviour, which was ihc first time that there was any 
occasion for punishment on board. 

We were off Cape St. Diego, the Eastern pari of the 
Terre de Fuego, and, the wind being unfavourable, I 
thought it more advisable to go round to the eastward of 
Staten-land than to attempt passing through Straits le 
Maire. We passed New Year’s Harbour and Cape St. John, 
and on Monday the 3ist were in latitude Go® r South. 
Hut the wind became variable, and we had bad weather. 

Storms, attended with a great sea, prevailed until the 
i2lh of April. The ship began to leak, and required 
pumping every hour, which was no more than we had 
reason to expect from such a continuance of gales of 
wind and high seas. The decks also became so leaky 
that it was necessary to allot the great cabin, of which 
1 made little use except in fine weather, to those people 
who had not births to hang their hammocks in, and by 
this means the space between decks was less crowded. 

With all this bad weather, we had the additional mor- 
tification to find, at the end of every day, that we were 
losing ground; for, notwithstanding our utmost exer- 
tions, and keeping on the most advantageous tacks, we 
did little better than drift before the wind. On Tuesday 
the 22 d of April, we had eight down on the sick list, 
and the rest of the people, though in good health, were 
greatly fatigued ; but 1 saw, with mucli concern, that it 
was impossible to make a passage this way to the Society 
Islands, for we had now been thirty days in a tempes- 
tuous ocean. Thus the season was too far advanced for 
us to expect better weather to enable us to double Cape 
Horn; and, from these and other considerations, I or- 
dered the helm to be put a- weather, and bore away foi 
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the Ca[)c ol‘ Good Hope, to the great joy of every one 
(Ui board. 

We came lo an anchor on Friday the i^d of May, in 
Simon’s Bay, at the Cape, after a tolerable run. The 
ship required complete caulking, for she had become so 
leaky, that vve were obliged to pump hourly in our pas- 
sage from Cape Horn. The sails and rigging also re- 
quired ivpair, and, on examining the provisions, a con- 
siderable quantity was found damaged. 

Having remained thirty-eight days at this place, and 
my people having received all the advantage that could 
be derived from refreshments of every kind that could 
be met witli, we sailed on the ist of July. 

A gale of wind bleij on the aoth, with a high sea; 
it increased after noon with such violence, that the ship 
was driven almost forecastle under before wc could get 
the sails clewed up. The lower yards were lowered, 
and the top-gallant-mast got down upon deck, which re- 
lieved her much. We lay to all night, and in the 
morning bore away under a reefed foresail. The sea 
still running high, in the afternoon it became very unsafe 
to stand on ; we therefore lay to all night, without any 
accident, excepting that a man at the steerage was 
thrown over the wheel and much bruised . Towards noon 
the violence of the storm abated, and we again bore away 
under the reefed foresail. 

In a few days we passed the Island of St Paul, where 
there is good fresh water, as I was informed by a Dutch 
captain, and also a hot spring, which boils fish as com- 
pletely as if done by a fire. Approaching to Van Die- 
man s land, we had much bad weather, with snow and 
hail, but nothing was seen to indicate our vicinity, on 
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the i3lh of August, except a seal, which appeared iit 
the distance of twenty leagues from it. We anchored in 
Adventure Bay on Wednesday the 2 oth. 

In our passage hither from the Cape of Good Hope, 
the winds were chiefly from the westward, with very 
boisterous weather. The approach of strong southerly 
winds is announced by many birds of the albatross or 
peterel tribe ; and the abatement of the gale, or a shift 
of wind to the northward, by their keeping away. The 
thermometer also varies five or six degrees in its height, 
when a change of these winds may be expected. 

In the land surrounding Adventure Bay are many 
forest trees mic hundred and fifty feet high ; we saw one 
which measured above thirty-three feet in girth. We 
observed several eagles, somc*beautiful blue-phimageri 
herons, and parroquets in great variety. 

The natives not appearing, we went in search of them 
towards Gape Frederic-Henry. Soon after, coming to 
a grapnel, close to the shore, for it was impossible to 
land, we heard their voices, like the cackling of geese, 
and twenty persons came out of the woods. We threw 
trinkets ashore tied up in parcels, which they would not 
open out until 1 made an appearance of leaving tliem ; 
they then did so, and, taking the articles out, put them on 
their heads. On lirst coming in sight, they made a 
prodigious clattering in their speech, and held their arm.c 
over their heads. They spoke so quick that it was im- 
possible to catch one single word they uttered. Their 
colour is of a dull black ; their skin scarified about the 
breast and shoulders. One Was distinguished by his 
body being coloured with red ochre, but all the others 
were painted black, with a kind of soot, so thickly laid 
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o\er rheir laces and shoulders, that it was diflicult to 
ascertain what they were like. 

On Thursday, the /{th of September, we sailed out of 
Adventure Bay, steel ing first towards the east-south-east, 
and then to the northward of east, when, on the 19th, 
we came in sight of a cluster of small rocky islands, 
which I named Bounty Isles. Soon afterwards we fre- 
quently observed the sea, in the night-time, to be covered 
by luminous spots, caused by amazing quantities of small 
blubbers, or medusae, which emit a light, like the blaze 
of a candle, from the strings or filaments extending from 
them, while the rest of the body continues perfectly 
dark. 

We discovered the island of Olaheite on the aSth, and, 
before casting anchor neft morning in Malavai Bay, such 
numbers of canoes had come off, that, after the natives 
ascertniitod we were friends, they came on board, and 
crowded the deck so much, that in ten minutes I could 
scarce find my own people. The whole distance which 
the ship had run, in direct and contrary courses, from 
the time of leaving England until reaching Otaheite, was 
twenty-seven thousand and eighty-six miles, which, on 
an average, was one hundred and eight miles each twenty- 
four hours. 

Here we lost our surgeon on the gth of December. 
Of late he had scarcely ever stirred nut of the cabin, 
though not apprehended to be in a dangerous state. Ne- 
vertheless, appearing worse than usual in the evening, 
he was removed where he could obtain more air, but 
without any benefit, for he died in an hour afterwards. 
This unfortunate man drank very hard, and was so averse 
to exercise, that be would never be prevailed on to take 
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half a dozen turns on deck at a time, during all the 
course of the voyage. He was buried on shore. 

On Monday, the 5th of January, the small cutter was 
missed, of which I was immediately apprized. The 
ship s company being mustered, we found three men ab- 
sent, who had carried it off. They had taken with them 
eight stand of arms and ammunition ; but with regard 
to their plan, every one on board seemed to be quite 
ignorant. I therefore went on shore, and engaged all 
the chiefs to assist in recovering both the boat and the 
deserters. Accordingly, the former was brought back 
in the course of the day, by live of the natives ; but the 
men were not taken until nearly three weeks afterwards. 
Learning the place where they were, in a different quarter 
of the island of Otaheite, I weftt lliithcr in the cutter, 
thinking there would bo no great difficulty in securing 
them with the assistance of the natives. However, they 
heard of iny arrival ; and when I was near a house in 
which they were, they came out wanting their fire-arms, 
and delivered themselves up. Some of the chici’s had 
formerly seized and bound these deserters ; but had been 
prevailed on, by fair promise? of returning peaceably to 
the ship, to release them. But finding an opportunity 
again to gel possession of their arms, they set the na- 
tives at defiance. 

The object of the voyage being now completed, all 
the bread-fruit plants, to the number of one thousand 
and fifteen, were got on board on Tuesday, the 3isi of 
March. Besides these, we had collected many other 
plants, some of them bearing the finest fruits in the 
vrorld ; and valuable, from affording brilliant dyes, and 
for various properties besides. At sunset of the 4lh of 
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April, we made sail from Otalicite, bidding farewell to 
an island where for twenty-three weeks we had been 
treated with the utmost affection and regard, and which 
seemed to increase in proportion to our stay. That we 
were not insensible to their kindness, the succeeding cir- 
cumstances sufficiently proved ; for to the friendly and 
endearing behaviour of these people may be ascribed the 
motives inciting an event that effected the ruin of our 
expedition, whicli there was every reason to believe would 
have been attended with the most favourable issue. 

Next morning we got sight of the island lluaheine ; and 
a double canoe soon coming alongside, containing ten 
natives, 1 saw among them a young man who recollected 
me, and called me by my name. I had been here in the 
year 1780, with CaplaKi Cook, in the Resolution. A 
few days after sailing from this island, the weather be- 
came squally, and a thick body of black clouds collected 
in the east. A water-spout was in a short time seen at 
no great distance from us, which appeared to great ad- 
vantage from the darkness of the clouds behind it. As 
nearly as I could judge, the upper part was about two 
feet in diameter, and the lower about eight inches. 
Scarcely had I made these remarks, when 1 observed that 
it was rapidly advancing towards the ship. We imme- 
diately altered our course, and took in all the sails except 
the foresail ; soon after which it passed within ten yards 
of the stern, with a rustling noise, but without our feel- 
ing the least effect from it being so near It seemed to 
be travelling at the rate of about ten miles an hour, in 
the direction of the wind, and it dispersed in a quarter 
of an hour after passing us. It is impossible to say what 
injury we should have received, had it passed directly 
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over us. Musis, I imagine, might have been curried 
away, but I do not apprehend that it would have endan- 
gered the loss of the ship. 

Passing several islands on the way, wc anchored at 
Annamooka, on the 2?)d of April ; and an old lame man 
called Tepa, whom I had known here in 1 777, and imme- 
diately recollected, came on board, along with others, 
from different islands in the vicinity. They were de- 
sirous to see the ship, and, on being taken below, where 
the bread-fruit plants were arranged, they testified great 
surprise. A few of these being decayed, we went on 
shore to procure some in their place. 

The natives exhibited numerous marks of the peculiar 
mourning which they express on losing their relatives : 
such as bloody temples, their ^cads being deprived of 
most of the hair, and, what was worse, almost the whole 
of them had lost some of their fingers. Several fine 
boys, not above six years old, had lost both their little 
fingers ; and several of the men, besides these, had parle«l 
with the middle finger of the right hand. 

The chiefs went off with me to dinner, and wc carricfl 
tui a brisk trade for yams; we also got plantains and 
bread-fruit. But the yams were in great abundance, 
and very fine and large. One of them weighed above 
forty-five pounds. Sailing canoes came, some of which 
contained not less than ninety passengers. Such u 
number of them gradually arrived from different islands, 
that it was impossible to get any thing done, the multi- 
tude became so great, and there was no chief of sufficient 
authority to command the whole. I therefore ordered a 
watering party, then employed, to come on board, and 
sailed on Sunday, the a6th of April. 
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We kept near the island of Kotoo ali the afternoon of 
Monday, in hopes that some canoes would come off to 
the ship, but in this we were disappointed. The wind 
being northerly, we steered to the westward in the 
evening, to pass south of Tofoa ; and I gave directions 
i'or this course to be continued during the night. The 
master had the first watch, the gunner the middle watch, 
and Mr. Christian the morning watch. This was the 
turn of duly for the night. 

Hitherto the voyage had advanced in a course of unin- 
terrupted prosperity, and had been attended with cir- 
cumstances equally pleasing and satisfactory. But a very 
diiferent scene was now to be disclosed ; a conspiracy had 
been formed, which was to render all our past labour pro- 
ductive only of misery* and distress; and it had been 
concerted with so much secrecy and circumspection, 
that no one circumstance escaped to betray the impend- 
ing calamity. 

On the night of Monday, the watch was set as 1 have 
described. Just before sunrise, on Tuesday morning, 
while 1 was yet asleep, Mr. Christian, with the master- 
at-arms, gunner's mate, and Thomas Burkitt, seaman. 
Came into my cabin, and, seizing me, tied my hands 
with a cord behind my back ; threatening me with in- 
stant death if 1 spoke or made the least noise. 1 never- 
theless called out as loud as 1 could, in hopes of assistance ; 
but the oiEcers not of Uieir party were already secured by 
sentinels at their doors. At my own cabin-door were 
three men, besides the four within ; all except Christian 
had muskejj^ and bayonets ; he had only a cutlass. 1 
was dragged out of bed, and forced on deck in my shirt, 
suffering great pain in the mean time from the tightness 
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with which my hands were tied. On demanding the 
reason of such violence, the only answer was abuse for 
not holding my tongue. The master, the gunner, sur- 
geon, master s mate, and Nelson the gardener, were 
kept confined below, and the fore-hatchway was guard- 
ed by sentinels. The boatswain and carpenter, and 
also the clerk, were allowed to come on deck, where 
they saw me standing abaft the mizen-mast, with my 
hands tied behind my back, under a guard, with Chris- 
tian at their head. The boatswain was then ordered to 
hoist out the launch, accompanied by a threat, if he did 
not do it instantly, to take care of himself. 

The boat being hoisted out, Mr. Hayward and Mr. 
llallet, two of the midshipmen, and Mr. Samuel, the 
clerk, were ordered into it. Icfcmauded the intention 
oi giving this order, and endeavoured to persuade the 
people near me not to persist in such acts of violence ; 
but it was to no effect; for the constant answer was, 
“Hold your tongue, Sir, or you are dead this moment.'’ 

The master had by this time sent, requesting that he 
might come on deck, which was permitted ; but he was 
soon ordered back again to his cabin. My exertions to 
turn the tide of affairs were continued ; when Christian, 
changing the cutlass he held for a bayonet, and holding 
me by the cord about my hands with a strong gripe, 
threatened me with immediate death if I would not be 
quiet; and tbe villains around me had their pieces 
cocked and bayonets fixed. 

Certain individuals were called on to get into the 
boat, and were hurried over the ship’s side ; whence I 
concluded, that along with them I was to be set adrift. 
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Another effort to bring about a change produced nothing 
but menaces of having my brains blown out. 

The boatswain and those seamen who were to be put 
into the boat, were allowed to collect twine, canvas, lines, 
sails, cordage, an cight-and-twenty gallon cask of water; 
and Mr. Samuel got i5o pounds of bread, with a small 
quantity of rum and wine ; also a quadrant and compass ; 
but he was prohibited, on pain of death, to touch any 
map or astronomical book, and any instrument, or any 
of my surveys and drawings. 

The mutineers having thus forced those of the seamen 
whom they wished to gel rid of into the boat, Christian 
directed a dram to be served to each of his crew. I then 
unhappily saw that nothing could be done to recover the 
ship. The officers were next called on deck, and forced 
over the ship’s side into the boat, while I was kept apart 
from every one abaft the mizen-mast. Christian, armed 
with a bayonet, held the cord fastening my hands, and 
the guard around me stood with their pieces cocked ; 
but on my daring the ungrateful wretches to fire, they 
uncocked them. Isaac Martin, one of them, I saw had 
an inclination to assist me ; and as he fed me with shad- 
dock, my lips being quite parched, we explained each 
other’s sentimen ts by looks . Bu t this was observed , and 
he was removed. He then got into the boat, attempting 
to leave the ship ; however, he was compelled to return. 
Some others were also kept contrary to their inclination. 

It appeared to me, that Chrbtian was some time in 
doubt whether he should keep the carpenter or his 
mates. At length he determined on the latter, and the 
carpenter was ordered into the boat. He was per- 
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mitted, though not without opposition, to take his tool- 
chest. 

Mr. Samuel secured my journals and commission, with 
some important ship-papers ; this he did with great re- 
solution, though strictly watched. He attempted to save 
the time-keeper, and a box with my surveys, drawings, 
and remarks for fifteen years past, which were very 
numerous, when he was hurried away with — “ Damn 
your eyes, you are well off to get what you have.” 

Much altercation took place among the mutinous crew 
during the transaction of this whole affair. Some swore, 
“ I’ll be damned if he does not find his way home, if he 
gels any thing with him,” meaning me ; and when the 
carpenter’s chest was carrying ^way, “ Damn my eyes, 
he will have a vessel built in a month;” while others ri- 
diculed the helpless situation of the boat, which was very 
deep in the water, and had so little room for those who 
were in her. As for Christian, he seemed as if medi- 
tating destruction on himself and every one else. 

I asked for arms, but the mutineers laughed at me, 
and said I was well acquainted with the people among 
whom I was going ; four cutlasses, however, were thrown 
into the boat, after we were veered astem. 

The officers and men being in the boat, they only 
wailed for me, of which the master-at-arms informed 
Christian, who then said, “ Come, Captain Bligh, your 
officers and men are now in the boat, and you must go 
with them ; if you attempt to make the least resistance, 
you will instantly be put to death and without further 
ceremony, I was forced over the side by a tribe of armed 
ruffians, where they untied my hands. Being in the 
boat, we were veered astem by a rope. A few pieces 
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of pork were thrown to us, also the four cutlasses. The 
armourer and carpenter then called out to me to remem- 
ber that they had no hand in the transaction. After 
having been kept some lime to make sport for these 
unfeeling wretches, and having undergone much ridi- 
cule, we were at length cast adrift in the open ocean. 

Eighteen persons were with me in the boat, — the 
master, acting surgeon, botanist, gunner, boatswain, 
carpenter, master, and quarter-master’s mate, two quar- 
ter-mastej’s, the sail-maker, two cooks, my clerk, the 
butcher, and a boy. There remained on board, Fletcher 
Christian, llie master’s mate; Peter Haywood, Edward 
Young, (jcorge Stewart, midshipmen; the mastcr-at- 
arms, gunner’s mate, boatswain's mate, gardener, ar- 
mourer, carpenter’s mate, carpenter’s crew, and four- 
teen seamen, being altogether the most able men of the 
ship’s company. 

Having little or no wind, we rowed pretty fast towards 
the island of Tofoa, which bore north-cast about ten 
leagues distant. The ship while in sight steered west- 
north-west, but this T considered only as a feint, for 
when we were sent away, “ Huzza for Otaheite!” was 
frequently heard among the mutineers. 

Christian; the cliief of them, was of a respectable fa-^ 
niily ill the north of England. This was the third 
voyage he had made with me. Notwithstanding the 
^ roughness with which I was treated, the remembrance of 
past kindnesses produced some remorse in him. While 
they were forcing me out of the ship, I asked him whe- 
ther this was a proper return for the many instances he 
had experienced of my friendship ? He appeared disturb- 
ed at the question, and answered, with much emotion, 
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“That — Captain Bligh — that is the thing — am in 
hell — I am in hell." llis abilities to take charge of the 
third Tiratch, as I had so divided the ship's company, 
were fully equal to the task. 

Haywood was also of a respectable family in the 
north of England, and a young man of abilities, as well 
as Christian. These two had been objects of my parti- 
cular regard and attention, and I had taken great pains 
to instruct them, having entertained hopes that, as pro- 
fessional men, they would have become a credit to llieir 
country. Young was well recommended ; and Stewart 
of creditable parents in the Orkneys, at which place, on 
the return of the Resolution from the South Seas in 1 780, 
we received so many civilities,^ that in consideration of 
these alone 1 should gladly have taken him with me. 
But he had always borne a good character. 

When I had time to reflect, an inward satisfaction 
prevented the depression of my spirits. Yet, a few 
hours before, my situation had been peculiarly flatter- 
ing ; I had a ship in the most perfect order, stored with 
every necessary, both for health and service ; the object 
of the voyage was attained, and two-thirds of it now 
completed. The remaining part had every prospect of 
success. 

It will naturally be asked, what could be the cause of 
such a revolt ? Jn answer, I can only conjecture that the ^ 
mutineers had flattered themselves with the hope of a 
happier life among the Otaheitans than they could pos- 
sibly enjoy in England ; which, joined to some female 
connexions, most probably occasioned the whole trans- 
action. 

The women of Otaheite arc handsome, mild, and 
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cheerful ill manners and conversation ; possessed of 
great sensibility, and have sufficient delicacy to make 
them be admired and beloved. The chiefs were so much 
attached to our people, that they rather encouraged 
their stay among them than otherwise, and even made 
them promises of large possessions. Under these, and 
many other concomitant circumstances, it ought hardly 
to be the subject of surprise that a set of sailors, most of 
them void of connexions, should be led away, where they 
had the power of fixing themselves in the midst of plenty, 
in one of the finest islands in the world, where there was 
no necessity to labour, and where the allurements of dis- 
sipation are beyond any conception that can be formed 
of it. The utmost, however, that a Commander could 
have expected, was defertions, such as have already 
happened more or less in the South Seas, and not an 
act of open mutiny. 

But the secrecy of this mutiny surpasses belief. Thir- 
teen of the party who were now with me had always 
lived forward among the seamen ; yet neither they, nor 
the messmates of Christian, Stewart, Haywood, and 
Young, had ever observed any circumstance to excite 
suspicion of what was plotting ; and it is not wonderful 
if I fell a sacrifice to it, my mind being entirely free 
from suspicion. Perhaps, had marines been on board, 
a sentinel at my cabin-door might have prevented it ; 
fori constantly slept with the door open, that the officer 
of the watch might have access to me on all occasions. 
If the mutiny had been occasioned by any grievances, 
either real or imaginary, I must have discovered symp- 
toms of discontent, which would have put me on my 
guard ; but it was far otherwise. With Christian, in 
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particular, I was on the most friendly terms ; that very 
day he was engaged to have dined with me ; and the 
preceding night lie excused himself from supping with 
me on pretence of indisposition, for which I felt con- 
cerned, having no suspicions of his honour or integrity. 
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All is exploded — be it (»oo<l or bad. 

Reader! rcnieinber wlicn ihou wert a lad, lo 
Then Pitt was all ; or, if not all, so much, 

II is very rival almost deem’d him such. 

We, we have seen tlie intellectual race 
Of (pants stand, like Titans, face to face — 

Athos and Ida, with a dashing sea 
Of eloquence between, which flow’d all free, 

As the deep billows of the jEgcan roar 
Betwixt the Hellenic and the Plirygian shore. 

But where are they — the rivals ? — a few feet 
Of sullen earth divide each winding sheet. 20 
How peaceful and how powerful is the grave 
Which hushes all! a calm, unstormy wave 
Which oversweeps the world. The theme is old 
Of “ dust to dust but half its tale untold. 

Time tempers not its terrors — still the worm 
Winds its cold folds, the tomb preserves its form — 
Varied above, but still alike below ; 

The urn may shine, the ashes will not glow. 
Though Cleopatra’s mummy cross the sea, 

O’er which from empire she lured Anthony ; 3 o 
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J 3 cliol(l tbe grand result in yon lone isle, 

And, IIS thy nature urges, weep or smile. 

Sigh to behold the eagle’s lofty rage 
Reduced to nibble at his narrow cage ; 

Smile to survey the Queller of the Nations 
Noav daily squabbling o’er disputed rations ; 

Weep to perceive him mourning, as he dines, 

O’er curtail’d dishes anil o’er stinted wines ; Go 
O’er petty t[uarrcls upon petty things — 

Is this the man who scourged or feasted kings ? 
Rehold tbe scales in whicli liis fortune hangs, 

A surgeon’s statement anil an earl's harangues ! 

A bust delay’d, a book refused, can shake 
The sleep of him who kept tlic world awake. 

Is this indeed tlie Tamer of tlie Great, 

Now slave of all could lc«izc or irritate — 

The paltry jailor and the prying spy, 

The staring stranger with his note-book nigh ? 70 
Plunged in a dungeon, he had still been great ; 
How low, how little was this middle state, 
Retween a prison and a palace, where 
How’ few could feel for what he had to bear! 

Vain his complaint, — my lord presents his bill, 
His food and wine were doled out duly still : 
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Vain was his sickness, — never was a clime 
So free from homicide — to doubt’s a crime ; 78 

And the stiff Sur(];con, who mi^ntainM his cause. 
Hath lost his place, and gain’d the world’s applause 
hut smile — though all the pangs of brain and heart 
Disdain, defy, the tardy aid of art ; 

TJiough, save the few fond friends, and iinaged fact* 
Of that fair boy his sire shall ne’er embrace, 

Wone stand by his low bed — though even the mind 
he wavering, which long awed and awes mankind 
Smile — for the fctterM Eagle breaks Ids chain. 

And higher worlds tlian this are his again. 

IV. 

How, if that soaring Spirit still retain 
A conscious twilight of his blazing reign, 9c 
How must he smile, on looking down, to see 
The little that he was and sought to be ! 

WJiat though his name a wider eiupire found 
Than his ambition, though with scarce a bound : 
Though first in glory, deepest in reverse, 

He tasted empire’s blessings and its curse ; 

Though kings, rejoicing in their late escape 
From chains, would gladly be their tyrant’s ape ; 
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Ilow must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave, 
The proudest sea-mark that o’ertops the wave ! i oo 
What though his jailor, duteous to the last, 

Scarce <Jeeni’d tlic co/liii’s lead could keep him fast. 
Refusing one poor line along the lid 
To liate the birth and death of all it hid 
That name shall hallow the ignoble shore, 

A talisman to all save him who bore : 

The fleets that sweep before the eastern blast 
Shall hear their sea-boys hail it from the mast ; 
When Victory’s Gallic column shall but rise, 

Like Pompey’s pillar, in a desert’s skies, i lo 
The rocky isle that holds or held his dust 
Shall crown the Atlantic like the hero’s bust, 

And mighty Nature o’er his obsequies 
Do more than niggard Envy still denies, 
hut what are these lo him ? Can glory’s lust 
Touch the free’d spirit or the fetter’d dust? 

Small care hath he of what his tomb consists, 
Nought if he sleeps — nor more if he exists ; 

Alike the better-seeing Shade will smile 
On tlie rude cavern of the rocky isle, 

As if his ashes found their latest home 
In Rome’s Pantheon, or Gaul’s mimic dome. 
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lie wants not this ; but Frailce shall feel the want 
Of this last consolation, thou{];ii so scant ; 

Her honour, fame, and faith, demand his bones, 
To rear above a pyramid of thrones ; 

Or, carried onward, in the battle’s van 
To form, like Gucsclin’s* * *** dust, her talisman. 

Hut be it as it is, the time may come 129 

His name shall beat the alarm like Ziska’s drum 


V. 

Oh, Heaven ! of which he was in power a feature ; 
Oh, earth ! of which he was a noble creature ; 

TJiou isle ! to be remember’d long and well. 

That saw’st the unfledged eaglet chip his shell I 
Ye Alps, which view’d him in his dawning flights 
Hover, the victor of an hundred fights ! 

Thou Rome, who saw’st thy Caesar’s deeds outdone ! 
Alas ! why pass’d he too the Rubicon ? 

The Rubicon of man’s awaken’d rights, 

To herd with vulgar kings and parasites ? 140 


* Guesclia died daring the siege of a city j it surrendered, 

and the keys were brought and laid npon bis bier, so that the 

place might appear rendered to his ashes. 
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Kgypl! iVoiu whose all dateless toiiilis arose 
Forgotten Pharoalis from their long repose* 

And shook within their pyramids to hear 
A new Cainbyses thundering in their ear ; 

While the dark shades of forty ages stood 
Like startled giants by Nile’s famous flood ; 

Or from the pyramid’s tall pinnacle 
Reheld tlie desert peopled, as from hell, 

With clashing hosts, who strew’d the barren sand 
To re-manure the uncultivated land ! j5o 

Spain ! which, a moment mindless of the Cid, 
Beheld his banner flouting thy Madrid ! 

Austria ! which saw thy twice-ta’en capital 
Twice spared, to be the traitress of his fall ! 

Ye race of Frederic ! — ^Frederics but in name 
And falsehood — heirs to all except his fame ; 

Who, crush’d at Jena, crouch’d at Berlin, fell 
First, and but rose to follow ; ye who dwell 
Where Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 159 
The unpaid amount of Catherine’s bloody debt ! 
Poland I o’er which the avenging angel pass’d, 

But left thee as he found thee, still a waste ; 
Forgetting all thy still enduring claim, 

Thy lotted people and extinguish’d name ; 
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Thy sigh for freedom, thy long-flowing tear. 

That sound that crashes in the tyrant’s ear ; 
Kosciusko! on— on — on — the thirst of war 
Gasps for the gore of serfs and of their Czar ; 

The half barbaric Moscow’s minarets 

Gleam in the sun, but Tis a sun that sets ! ino 

Moscow ! thou limit of his long career, ^ 

For whicii rude Charles had wept his frozen tear 
To see in vain — Jie saAv thee — how? with spire 
And palace fuel to one common fire. 

To this tlie soldier lent his kindling match. 

To this the peasant gave his cottage thatch, 

To this the merchant flung his hoarded store, 

The prince his hall — and, Moscow was no more ! 
Sublimest of volcanos ! Etna’s flame 
Pales before thine, and quenchless Hecla’s lame ; 
V^esuvius shows Jiis blaze, an usual sight i8i 
For gaping tourists, from his hackney’d height ; 
Thou stand’st alone unrivall’d, till the fire 
To come, in which all empires shall expire. 

Thou other clement ! as strong and stern 
To teach a lesson conquerors will not learn, 

Whose icy wing flapp’d o’er the faltering foe, 

Till fell a hero with each flake of snow ; 
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Uow did tliy numbing hoak and silent fang 
Pierce, till hosts perish’d with a single pang ! 190 

In vain shall Seijie look up along his hanks 
Tor the gay thousands of his dashing ranks ; 

In vain shall France recal beneath her vines 
Her youth — their blood flows faster than her wines, 
Or stagnant in their iiuman ice remains 
In frozen mummies on the Polar plains. 

In vain will Italy’s broad sun awaken 

Her olFspring chill’d ; Jts l>eams are now forsaken. 

Of all the trophies gather’d from the war, 

What shall return ? The conqueror's broken car ! 
The conqueror’s yet unbroken heart ! Again 20 1 
The horn of Roland sounds, and not in vain. 

Lutzen, where fell the Swede of victory, 

Heholds him conquer, but, alas ! not die : 

Dresden surveys three despots fly once more 
Before their sovereign, — sovereign, as before ; 

But there exhausted Fortune quits the field, 

And Leipsic’s treason bids the unvanquish’d yield ; 
The Saxon jackal leaves the lion’s side 
To turn the bear's, and wolf’s, and fox’s guide ; 

And backward to the den of his despair 
The forest monarch shrinks, but finds no lair I 
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Oil ye I and each, and all ! Oh, France ! who found 
TJiy lonf{ fair fields ploufjli'd up as hostile ground, 
Disputed foot by foot, till treason, still 
ITis only victor, from Montmartre’s hill 
Look’d down o’er trampled Paris; and thou, isle, 
Which see St Etruria from thy ramparts smile, 

Thou momentary shelter of his pride, 

'fill woo’d by danger, his yet weeping bride ; aao 
Oh, France! retaken by a single inarch, 

W'hose path was through o^e long triumphal arch ! 
Oh, bloody and most bootless Waterloo, 

’^Vliich proves how fools may have their fortune too 
Won, half by blunder, half by treachery ; 

Oh, dull Saint Helen ! with thy jailor nigh — 

^ Hear ! hear ! Prometheus from his rock appeal 
To earth, air, ocean, all that felt or feel 
His power and glory, all who yet shall hear 
A name eternal as the rolling year; aSo 

He teaclies them the lesson taught so long, 

So oft, so vainly— learn to do no wrong ! 

I refer ihe reader to the first address of Proinellicub ui 
iCschylns, when he is left alone by his attendants, and before 
the arrival of the Chorus of Sea-nyinphs. 
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A single step into the right had made 
This man the Washington of worlds betray'd ; 

A single step into the wrong has given 
His name a doubt to all the winds of Heaven ; 

The reed of Fortune and of thrones the rod, 

Of Fame the Moloch or the dcmi-god ; 

His country’s Caesar, Europe’s Hannibal, 

Without their decent dignity of fall. 2.40 

Yet Vanity iicrself had better laught 
A surer path even to the fame he sought, 

By pointing out on history’s fruitless page 
Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 

While Franklin's quiet memory climbs to Heaven, 
Calming the lightning which he thence hath riven, 
Or drawing from the no less kindled earth 
Freedom and peace to that which boasts his birth : 
While Washington’s a watch-word, such as ne’er 
Shall sink while there’s an echo left to air : 25 o 

While even the Spaniard’s thirst of gold and war 
Forgets Pizarro to shout Bolivar ! 

Alas ! why must the same Atlantic wave 
Which wafted freedom gird a tyrant's grave — 

The king of kings, and yet of slaves the slave, 
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Who burst the chains of millions to renew 
The very fetters which his arm broke llirough, 

And crusird the rights of Europe and his own 
To flit between a dungeon and a throne? 

VI. 

but Twill not be — the spark’s awaken’d-^lo ! 260 
The swarthy Spaniard feels his former glow ; 

The same high spirit which beat back the Moor 
Through eight long ages of alternate gore, 
be\ ives — and where ? in that avenging clime 
Where Spain was once synonymous with crime, 
Where Cortes* and Pizarro’s banner flew ; 

1Tie infant world redeems her name of 
’Tis the old aspiration breathed afresh, 

'J’o kindle souls within degraded flesh, 

Such as repulsed the Persian from the shore 270 
Where Greece was — No I she still is Greece once more. 
One common cause makes myriads of one breast. 
Slaves of the East, or Helots of the West ; 

On Andes’ and on Allies’ peaks unfurl’d. 

The self-same standard streams o’er either world ; 
The Athenian wears again Havmodius’ sword ; 

The Chili chief abjures his foreign lord ; 
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The Spartan knows himself once move a Greek ; 
Young Freedom plumes the crest of each Cacique ; 
Debating despots, liemin'd on cither shore, 280 
Shrink vainly from the roitsed Atlantic's roar; 
Through Calpe’s strait the rolling tides advance, 
Sweep slightly by the half-taincd land of France, 
Dash o'er the old Spaniard’s cradle, and would fain 
Unite Ausonia to the mighty main : 

Hut driven from thence awhile, yet not for aye, 

Rrcak. o’er th’ i£gean, mindful of the day 
Of Salamis — there, there, the waves arise, 

Not to be lull’d by tyrant victories. 

Lone, lost, abandon’d in their utmost need 290 
By Christians unto whom tliey gave their creed, 

The desolated lands, the ravaged isle, 

TJie foster’d feud encouraged to beguile, 

Tlie aid evaded, and the cold delay, 

Prolong’d but in the hope to make a prey ; — 

These, these shall tell tlie tale, and Greece can show 
The false friend worse than the infuriate foe. 

But this is well ; Greeks only should free Greece, 
Not the barbarian, with his mask of peace. 

How should the Autocrat of Bondage be 3 oo 
Tlie king of serfs, and set the nations free? 
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Hellei still serve t'ne haughty Mussulman, 

Than swell the Cossaque’s prowling caravan ; 
lk*tter still toil for masters, than await, 

The slave of slaves, before a Russian gale, — 
Number’d by liordes, a human capital, 

A live estate, existing but for thrall, 

Lotted by thousands, as a meet reward 
For the first courtier in the Czar’s regard; 

Wliile their immediate owner never tastes 3io 
Tlis sleep, sanx dreaming of i^beria’s wastes ; 
he Iter succumb even to their own despair, 

And drive the camel than purvey the bear. 

VIL 

Hut not alone within the hoariest clime, 

Where Freedom dates her birth with that of Time 
And not alone where, plunged in night, a crowd 
Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud, 

The dawn revives : renown’d, romantic Spain 
Holds back the invader from lier soil again. 

Not now the Roman tribe nor Punic horde 3^o 
Demand her fields as lists to prove the sword ; 

Not now the Vandal or the Visigoth 
Pollute the plains alike abhorring both ; 
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Nor old Pclayo on his mountain rears 
The warlike fathers of a thousand ^ears. 

That seed is sown and reap’d, as oft the Moor 
Sighs to remember on his dusky shore. 

Long in the peasant’s song or poet’s page 
Has dwelt the memory of Abcncevag(‘, 

The Zegri, and the captive victors, flung 33o 
Back to the barbarous realm from wlicnce tliey sprung. 
But these are gone — tlieir faith, their swords, their swa\ , 
Yet left more anti-cl|ristian foes than they : 

Tlie bigot monarch and tlie butclicr priest, 

The Inquisition, witli her buriiiiig feast, 

The Faith’s red auto,” fed with human fuel. 

While sal the Catholic Molocli, calmly cruel. 

Enjoying, with iueAorable eye, 

That fiery festival of agony ! 

The stern or feeble sovereign, one or both 34o 
By turns; the haughtiness whose pride was sloth ; 

The long degenerate noble ; the debased 
Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced 
But more degraded ; the unpeopled realm : 

The once proud navy which forgot the helm ; 

The once impervious phalanx disarray’d ; 

The idle forge that form’d Toledo’s blade : 
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Tlie foreign wenllli that flow'd on every shore, 
Save 1 lev’s who earn’d it with tlie natives' gore ; 
The very language, which might vie with Rome’s, 
And once was known to nations like their home’s. 
Neglected or forgotten such was Spain ; 352 

Ihit sucli she is not, nor shall be again. 

Tliese worst, these home invaders, felt and feel 
The new Nuiiiantinc soul of old (lastile. 

Tip I up a(;ain I undaunted Tauridor ! 

The hull of Phalaris renews l^is roar ; 

Mount, chivalrous Hidalgo ! not in vain 
Revive the cry — Tago ! and close Spain !” * 

Yes, close her with your armed bosoms round, 36o 
And form the barrier which Napoleon found,— 
The exterminating war ; the desert plain ; 

The streets without a tenant, save the slain ; 

Tlie wild Sierra, with its wilder troop 
Of vulture-plumed Guerillas, on the stoop 
For tlieir incessant prey ; the desperate wall 
Of Saragossa, mightiest in her fall; 

The man nerved to a spirit, and the maid 
Waving her more than Amazonian blade ; 


“ St. Jago! and close Spain!’* iliL'old Spanish war-cry. 
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Tlic* kiiifo of A.n’agon,'** ToWo’s sled ; 3^0 

1’lic famous laiicc of chivalrous Castile ; 

The unerring riilc of the Catalan ; 

The Andalusian cours(;r in the van ; 

The torch to make a IVfoscow of Madrid ; 

And in each he.irt the spirit of flic (ad : — 

Such have ln*eii, such shall be, such arc. Advance, 
Vnd win — not Spain, but thine own freedom, France 

Vlll. 

!)Ul lo I a Congress! What, that liallow’d name 
Which frec’d the Atlantic ? May we hope the same 
For oil two rn Europe ? With the sound arise, 38o 
hike SamueFs shade to Saul’s monarchic eyes, 

The propliets of young Freedom, summon’d far 
From climes of Washington and bolivar ; 

Henry, the forest-born Deinoslliencs, 

Whose thunder shook the Philip of the seas ; 

^ And stoic Franklin’s energetic shade, 

Robed ill the lightnings which his hand allay’d ; 
And Washington, the tyrant-tamer, wake, 

To bid us blush for these old chains, or break. 

Iko Arra^onlans arc peculiarly dex lions in the use of this 
veap(jn, and displayed it particularly in former French Avars. 



THE AGF or BHOXZE. 1 8 () 

Hut PV'ho compose tliis Senate of the few 890 
Thai shouM redeem the many? TFho renew 
This consecrated name, till now assijjn’d 
To councils held to benefit mankind ? 

Wlio now assemble at the holy call ? — 

The blessM \Uiance, whicli says three are all! 

An earthly Trinity ! which wears the shape 
Of Vleaven’s, as man is mimicked by tlic ape 
A j)ious unity! in purpose one — 

To melt three fools to a Napoleon. 

Why, Egypt’s gods were rational to these; /{no 
Their dogs and oxen knew their own degrees, 

And, quiet in their kennel or their shed, 

Cared little, so that they were duly fed; 

But these, more hungry, must have something more 
The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore. 

Ah, how much liappier were good vEsop’s frogs 
Than we ! for ours arc animated logs, 

With ponderous malice .swaying to and fro. 

And crushing nations with a stupid blow, 

All dully anxious to leave little work 4 *^ 

Unto the revolutionary stork. 
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IX. 

Thrice bless’d Verona! since the holy three 
With their imperial presence sliine on thee ; 
Honour’d by them, thy treaclicrous site forgets 
Tlic vaunted tomb of “ all tlie Clapulets;” 

Thy Scaligers — for what was “ Dog the Great,” 

“ Can’ (irande *' (which I venture to translate) 

To lliese subliinor pugs? Thy poet too, 

(Catullus, whose old (aurels y ield to new ; 

Thine amphitheatre, where Romans sate ; 4^0 

And Dante’s exile, shelter’d by thy gate ; 

Thy good old maii,*^ whose world was all within 
Thy wail, nor knew the country held him in: 
Would that the royal guests it girds about 
Were so far like, as never to get out ! 

Ay, shout ! inscribe ! rear monuments of shame, 
To tell Oppression that the world is tame ’ 

Crowd to the theatre with loyal rage — 

The comedy is not upon the stage ; 

The sliow is rich in ribbonry and stars — 4 ^^ 

Then gaze upon it through thy dungeon bars ; 


The famous old man of Veiona. 
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Clap thy permitted palms, kind Italy, 

For tlius much still thy fetter’d hands are free ! 

X. 

Resplendent siglit ! behold the coxcomb Czar, 

The autocrat of waltzes and of war ! 

As eager for a plaudit as a realm, 

And just as fit for flirting as the helm ; 

A Calmuck beauty with a Cossack wit, 

And generous spirit, when ’tis not frost-bit ; 

Now half dissolving to a liberal thaw, 44^ • 

But harden’d back whene’er the morning’s raw ; 
With no objection to true liberty, 

Except that it would make the nations free. 

How well the Imperial Dandy prates of peace, 

Ilow fain, if Greeks would be his slaves, free Greece ! 
How nobly gave he back the Poles their Diet, 

Then told pugnacious Poland to be quiet! 

How kindly would he send the mild Ukraine, 

With all her pleasant pulks, to lecture Spain; 

How royally show off in proud Madrid 4^o 

His goodly person, from the South long hid,«— 

A blessing cheaply purchased, the world knows, 

By having Muscovites for friends or foes. 
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Proceed, ihou na incsake of Great Philip’^ son ! 

La ilarpc, tliiue Aristotle, beckons on ; 

And that wlucli Scytliia was to him of yore, 
rind with thy Scythians on ll»cria’s shore. 

Yet think upon, tlioii somewhat aged youth, 

Tl.yF iMiccessor on the banks of Prulli ; 

Thou hast to aid thee, should his lot be thine, 

Many an old woman, but no Catherine.*^ 

Sjiain too hath rocks, and rivers, and defiles — 

The bear may rush into the lion’s toils. 

Fatal to (ioths art* Xcres’ sunny fields; 

Thiiik’st thou to thee Napoleon’s victor yields? 

Better voclaim thy deserts, turn thy swords 
To plouglishares, shave and wash thy Bashkir hordes, 
Redeem tliy realms from slavery and llie knout. 

Than follow lieadlong in the fatal route, 4^ 

To infest the clime, whose skies and laws are pure. 
With thy foul legions. Spain wants no manure ; 

Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe ; 

Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago ; 


^ The dexterity of Cntlierine extricated Peter (called the 
Great by courtesy) when surrounded by the Mussulmans on 
the banks of the river Pruth. 
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And wouldst tliou furnish them with fresher prey ? 
Alas ! thou wilt not conquer, but purvey. 

I am Diogenes, though Russ and llun 
Stand between mine and many a myriad’s sun ; 

But were I not Diogenes, I’d wander 
Rather a worm than such an Alexander ! 

Be slaves who will, the Cynic shall be free ; ‘ /\Sn 
His tub hatli tougher walls than Sinope: 

Still will he hold his lanthorn tip to scan 
The face of monarchs for an‘‘ fionest man.” 

XL 

And what doth Gaul, the all-prolific land 
Of ne plus ultra Ultras and their band 
Of mercenaries ? and her noisy Chambers 
And Tribune, which each orator first clambers 
Before he finds a voice, and, when ’lis found, 

Hears “ the lie” echo for his answer round ? 

Our British Commons sometimes deign to hear; 

A Gallic Senate hath more tongue than car ; 

Even Constant, their sole master of debate, 

Must fight next day, his speech to vindicate. 

But this costs little to true Franks, who had rather 
Combat than listen, were it to their father. 

VOL. XIII. 9 



Hj4 the age of bronze. 

What is the siinj)lc stamling oi a shot, 

To listening long, and interrupting not.^ 

Though this was hot the iiielhod of old Kuuie, 

When Tully ful mined o’er eacli vocal dome, 
Demosthenes has sanction’d the transaction, 5oo 
In saying eloquence meant Action, action!” 

XII. 

Jlut where’s the Monarch? hath lie dined? or yet 
Groans beneath indi|;estion*s heavy debt? 

Have revolutionary pates risen. 

And turn’d the royal entrails to a prison ? 

Have discontented moveinents stiir’d the troops? 

Or have no movements follow’d traiterous soups? 
Have Carbonaro cooks not carbonadoed 
Each course enough? or doctors dire dissuaded 
Repletion ? All ! in thy dejected looks 5 1 o 

I read all ’s treason in her cooks I 

Good classic — — — ! is it, caust thou say, 

Desirable to be the “ ?” 

Why wouldst thou leave calm — — — 's green abode, 
Apician table and Horatian ode, 

To rule a people who will not be ruled, 

And love much rather to be scourged than schooled? 
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Ah! thine was not the temper or the taste 
For thrones — the table sees thee belter placed : 

A mild Epicurean, lonu’d, at best, 

To be a kind host and as (];ood a {>ucst, 

To talk of letters, and to know by heart 
One 1uilfl\\c poet’s, all the }*ounnand s art ; 

A scholar always, now and then a wit, 

And (piutle wlien digestion may permit — 
but not to {‘oveiTi lauds enslavetl or free; 

The {{out was inai tyrdoiu cndli{{h for tliee ! 

XIII. 

Shall noble Albion pass without a phrase 
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise? 5?.c) 

“ Arts — arms — and George — and glory and the isles— 
And happy Britain — we.iltli and freedom’s smiles — 
White cliffs, that held invasion far aloof— 

Contented subjects, all alike tax-proof — 

Proud Wellington* with eagle ]>eak so curl’d, 

That nose, the hook where he suspends the world I 


* “ Naso siispendit adunco.”— H ohace. 

The Roman applies it, to one who merely was imperious ta 
his acquaintance. 
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And Waterloo — and trade — and (hush! not yet 

A syllable of imposts or of debt) 

And ncVr (cnouj^h) lamented Casllcreagh, 

Whoso pon-knifc slit a goose-quill t’other day — 
Ami ‘ pilots who have weather’d every storin’ — 
(but, no, not even for rhyme’s sake, name reform).” 
These are the themes thus sung so oft before, 5^2 
Methiiiks we need not sing them any more; 

Found in so many volumes far and near, 

There’s no occasion y1>u should find them here. 

Ycl something may remain perchance to chime 
With reason, and, what’s stranger still, with rhyme 
Even this thy genius. Canning! may permit. 

Who, bred a statesman, still was born a wit, 

And never, even in that dull house, couldst tame 
To unleaven’d prose thine own poetic flame ; 55 1 

Our last, our-best, our only orator, 

Even 1 can praise thee — lories do no more, 

Nay, not so much ; — they hate thbe, man, because 
Thy spirit less upholds them than it awes.— 

The hounds will gather to their liuntsman’s hollo, 
And, where he leads, the duteous pack will follow ; 
But not for love mistake their yelling cry, 

Their yelp for game is not an eulogy ; 
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Less faithful far than tlie four-footed pack, 56o 
A dubious scent would lure the bipeds back. 

Thy saddle {jirtlis are not yet quite secure, 

Nor royal stallion’s feet extremely sure ; 

The unwieldy old White Horse is apt at last 
To stumble, kick, and now and then stick fast 
Witn his (;rcat self and rider in the mud ; 

But what of tliat? the animal shows blood. 

XIV. • 

Alas, the country ! how shall tongue or pen 
Bewail her now uncountry gentlemen ? — 

The last to bid the cry of warfare cease, 670 
The first to make a malady of peace. 

For what were all these country patriots born ? 

To hunt, and vote, and raise the price of corn ? 

But corn, like every mortal thing, must fall — 

Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all. 

And must ye fall with every ear of grain ? 

Why would you trouble Bonaparte’s reign ? 

He was your great Triptolemus ; his vices 
Destroy’d but realms, and still maintain’d your prices 
He amplified, to every lord’s content, 58o 

The grand Agrarian Alchymy — high Rentn 
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Wliy (lid the tyrant stumble on tlie Tartars, 

And lower wheal to such desponding cpiarlers? 
Why did you chain him 011 yon isle so lone ? 

The man was worth »*iucli more upon his throne. 
Tnn\ blood oid treasure Imundlcssly were spilt, 
Hut what ol' lliat? the (V^ul may bear the guilt; 
IhU bri'ad was high, tlie. farmer paid his way, 

And acres told U])on the appointed day- 

bn: where is now tlio^goodly audit ale? 590 

'rhe purse-proud tenant never known to fail? 

Tlie farm which never yet was left 011 hand? 

The marsh reclaim’d to most improving Lind? 

Tlie impatient hope of tlie expiring lease? 

Tlie doubling rental? What cUi evil’s peace ! 

Ill vain the prize excites the ploughman’s skill, 

In vain the Cloiuiiions pass their patriot bill ; 

Tin* lamlcd interest — (you may understand 
The phrase much better lowing out the land ) — 
The land self-interest groans from shore to shore, 
For fear that plenty should attain the poor. 60 t 
Up ! up again ! ye rents, exalt your notes. 

Or else the Ministry will lose their votes. 

And Patriotism, so delicately nice, 

Her loaves will lower to the market price ; 
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For all ! “ the loaves and fislics,’* once so 
Are |>one — their oven dosed, tlieir ocean dry ; 

And nought remains of all the millions sjienl, 
Excepting to grow moderate and content. 

They who arc not S' had their turn — and turn 6i o 
About still flows from Fortune's equal urn ; 

Now ha their virtue he its own reward, 

And sliare lh(i blessings which ihemselves prepared. 

See those inglorious Cincinnati swarm, 

Farmers of war, Dictators of flic farm! 

I'hcir plor^Jisliare was tlie sword in hireling hands, 
Thvir fields j.ianured by gore of other lands; 

Safe in their barns, these Sabine tillers sent 
Their brethren out to battle — why? for Rent! 

Year after year they voted cent, per cent. 620 
blood, sweat, and tear-wrung millions — why ? for Rent ! 
They roar’d, they dined, they drank, they swore they 
meant 

To die for England — why then live? for Rent! 

The peace has made one general malcontent 
Of these high-market patriots ; war was Rent ! 

Their love of country, millions all iiiis-spent, 

How reconcile ?— by reconciling Rent. 

And will they not repay the treasures lent? 
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No : clown with every Uiin^i;, and up witli Rent ! 

Their (jood, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent, 
heiiij;, end, aim, religion — Rent, Rent, Rent ! 63 1 
Thou sold’st thy hirth-riglit, Esau! for a mess: 

TJioii siiouldst have gotten more, or eaten less; 

Now thou hast swill’d thy pottage, thy demands 
Are idle ; Israel says the bargain stands. 

Such, landlords, was your appetite for war. 

And, gorged with blood, you grumble at a scar ! 

Wliat, would they Sjiread their earthquake even o'er 
Cash ? 

And when land crumbles, bid firm paper crash? 

So rent may rise, bid bank and nation fall, 64o 
And found on '(diange a Fundling Hospital? 

1.0, Mother Church, while all religion writhes. 

Like Niobe, w’ecps o'er her olTspring, Tithes; 

The Prelates go to — where the saints have gone, 

And proud pluralities subside to one; 

Church, state, and faction, wrestle in the dark, 

Toss’d by the Deluge in their common ark. 

Shorn of her Bishops, banks, and dividends. 

Another Babel soars — but Britain ends. 

And why? to pamper the self-seeking wants, 65o 
And prop the hill of these agrarian ants. 
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(io to these ants, thou sluggard, and be wise;*' 
Admire their patience through each sacrifice, 

Till taught to feel the lesson of their pride, 

Tlie price of taxes and of homicide ; 

Admire their justice, Tvhich would fain deny 
The debt of nations: — pray, who made it high? 

XV. 

Or turn to sail between those shifting rocks, 

Tlie new Symplegades — tlie ctushing Stocks, 

Where Midas might again his wish behold 660 
In real paper or imagined gold. 

That magic palace of Alcina shows 
More wealth than Britain ever had to lose, 

Were all her atoms of unleaven'd ore, 

And all lier pebbles from Pactolus’ shore. 

There Fortune plays, while Humour holds the stake, 
And tlie world trembles to bid brokers break. 

How rich is Britain ! not indeed in mines. 

Or peace, or plenty, corn, or oil, or wines ; 

No land of Canaan, full of milk and honey, 670 
Nor (save in paper shekels) ready money : 

But let us not to own the truth refuse, 

Was ever Christian land so rich in Jews ? 
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'llioso parted wilVi tlieir tecll\ to j>ooc\ Kitig .^olin, 
Aiul now, ye kings ! they kindly draw your own ; 

All states, all things, all sovereigns they controul, 
And waft a loan “ from Indus to the Pole/’ 

The hanker — broker — haroii — brethren, speed 
To aid these bankrupt tyrants in their need. 

Nor those alone ; Columbia feels no less bSo 

Frosli speculations follow each success ; 

And philanlhroplc Israel deigns to drain 
Her mild per ceutageVrom exhausted Spain. 

Not n ilhout Ahraliam’s seed can Russia marcli — 
’Tis gold, not steel, that rears the con([ucror’s arch. 
Two Jews, a chosen people, can command 
In every realm their scripturc-promised land : 

Two Jews keep down the Romans, and uphold 
The accursed Hun, more brutal than of old : 

Two Jews — but not Samaritans — direct 690 

The world, with all the spirit of their sect. 

What is the happiness of earth to them ? 

A Congress forms their “ New Jerusalem,” 

Where baronies and orders both invite — 

Oh, holy Abraham ! dost thou see tlie sight ? 

Thy followers mingling with these royal swine, 
Who spit not “ on their Jewisli gaberdine,” 
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V.ul honour them as portion of ihc show — 

(Where now, oh, Pope! is thy forsaken toe? 

(louiti it not favour Jutlafi with some Licks? 700 
Or has it ceased to “ kick against the pricks ?”) 

On Slivlock s shore 1 eliold them stand afresh, 

To cut from nations* hearts their “ pound of flcsli.*’ 

XVI. 

Stranjpi sip,ht this Congress ! destined to unite 
All tljat*s incongruous, all lhat*s opposite. 

1 ; |)cak not of the Sovereigns — they’re alike, 

A ( oinmoii coin as ever mint could strike : 

But those V. ho sway the puppets, pull the strings, 
Have more of motley than their heavy kings. 

.lews, authors, generals, charlatans, combine, 710 
While Europe wonders at the vast design : 

There Metternich, power’s foremost parasite, 

Cajoles ; there Wellington forgets to fight ; 

There Chateaubriand forms new books of martyrs ; ^ 


* Monsifur Chateaubriand, who has not forgoucii the 
thor in the minisier, received a haiidbonric compliment at Ve- 
rona from a literary sovereij^n : “ Ah ! Monsieur C— — , arc 
you related to that Chaicaubi iand who— who— who has written 
sometfiing {ccrit quelque chose,) It is said that the author 
of A tala repented him for a moment of hit legitimacy. 
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And subtle Greeks intrigue for stupid Tartars ; 
TJiere Montinorency, the sworn foe to charters, 
Turns a diplomatist of great eclat, 

To furnish articles for the “ Debats 
Of war so certain — yet not quite so sure 
As his dismissal in the ** Moniteur/' 720 

Alas ! how could his cabinet thus err ? 

(^an peace be worth an Ultra-Minister ? 
lie falls, indeed, — perhaps to rise again, 

“ Almost as quickly as lie conquer’d Spain.” 

XYII. 

Enough of this — a sight more mournful woos 
The averted eye of the reluctant Muse. 

The imperial daughter, the imperial bride, 

The imperial victim — sacrifice to pride; 

The mother of the hero’s hope, the boy. 

The young Astyanax of modern Troy; 780 

The still pale shadow of the loftiest queen 
That earth has yet to see, or e’er hath seen ; 

She flits amidst the phantoms of the hour, 

The theme of pity, and the wreck of power. 

Oh, cruel mockery! Gould not Austria spare 
A daughter? What did France’s widow there ? 
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Tier fitter place was by St. Helen’s wave — 

Her only throne is in Napoleon’s {^ravc. 

I^ut, no, — she still must hold a petty reign, 

Flank’d by her formidable Chamberlain ; 

The martial Argus, wliose not liuiidred eyes 
Must walcli her through these paltry pageantries. 
What though she share no more and shared in vain 
A sway surpassing that of Charlemagne, 

Which swept from Moscow to the Southern seas, 

Yet still she rules the paslorarrealm of cheese, 
Where Parma views the traveller resort 
To note the trappings of her mimic court. 

But she appears ! Verona sees her shorn 

Of ail her beams — while nations gaze and mourn — 

Ere yet her husband’s ashes have liad time 751 

To chill in tiieir inhospitable clime 

(If ere those awful ashes can grow cold — 

But no, — their embers soon will burst the mould) ; 
She comes! — the Andromache (but nut Racine’s, 

Nor Homer’s); lo! on Pyrrhus’ arm she leans! 

Yes ! the right arm, yet red from Waterloo, 

Which cut her lord’s half-shatter’d sceptre through, 

Is offer’d and accepted ! Could a slave 

Do more ? or less ? — and he in his new grave I 760 
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Tier eye, her check, betray no inward strife, 

And the /C.x-l!linpress grows as Ex a wife ! 

So much for human tics in royal breasts ! 

WJiy spare men’s feelings, when their own are jests 

XVIII. 

hut, tired of foreign follies, I turn home, 

And sketch the grou|» — the picture s yet to come. 

My Muse 'gari weep, but, ere a tear was spilt. 

She caught Sir William Curtis in a kilt ! 

While throng'd the (iiiiefs of every Iligltland clan 
To hail their brother, Vich Jan Alderman ! 770 

Guildhall grows Gael, and echos with hhsc roar. 
While all the Common Council cry, “ Claymore !” 

To see proud Albyn’s Tartans as a belt 
Gird the gross sirloin of a City Celt, 

She burst into a laughter so extreme, 

That I awoke — and lo ! it was no dream ! 

Here, I'eader, will we pause : — if there’s no harm in 
Tliis first — you’ll have, perhaps, a second “ Carmen.” 


THE END. 
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DON JUAN. 


Dost ilion think, because tlion an \iitnoiis, ilieic shall iu' 
no more Cukes and Ale?— Yes, by Si. Anne j and Giri^ci 
shall be hot i* the mouth, ton !”— Nif^ht; nr 
f^hat you WUL — Shakespfahi . 




PREFACE 


TO 

CANTOS VI. VIT. VIII. 

* 

The details of the Siege of Ismail in two of the 
following Cantos ( i. e. the 7 lh and 8th) arc taken 
from a French work, entitled “Histoirc de la Nou- 
velle Russie.” Some of the incidents attributed to 
Don Juan really occurred, particularly the circum- 
stance of his saving the infant, which was the actual 
case of the late Due de Richelieu, then a young vo- 
lunteer in the Russian service, and afterwards the 
founder and benefactor of Odessa, where his name 
and memory can never cease to be regarded with 
reverence. In the course of these cantos, a stanza 
or two will be found relative to the late Marquis 
of Londonderry, but written some time before his 
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ticccasc. — Had llial person’s Oligarchy died with 
iiiin, they would liave l>ccii suppressed ; as it is, 1 
am aware of nothing in the manner of his death or 
of his life to prevent the free expression of the opi- 
nions of all whom his wliolc existence was con- 
sumed in endeavouring to enslave. That he was 
•in anuahle man in life, may or may not be 

I rue; hut willi this the Public have nothing to do; 
.ind as to lamenting his death, it will be time enough 
ivhen Ireland has teased to mourn for his birth. 
As a Minister, I, for one of millions, looked upon 
him as the most despotic in intention and tiie 
weakest in intellect, that ever tyrannized over a 
country. It is tiie iirst time indeed since tlic Nor- 
mans, tliat England has been insulted by a Minis- 
ter (at least) who could not speak iCnglish, and that 
Parliament permitted itself to be dictated to in the 
language of Mrs. Malnprop. 

Of the manner of his death little need be said, 
except that if a poor radical, such as Waddington 
or Watson, had cut his throat, he would have been 
buried in a cross-road, witii the usual apparte- 
nances of the stake and mallet. But the Minister 
was an elegant Lunatic — a sentimental Suicide — he 
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mei'oly cut the “ carotid artery” (blessings on llieir 
learning !) — and lo 1 the Pageant, and the Abbey ! 
and “ the Syllables of Dolour yelled forth” by the 
Newspapers — and the harangue of the Coroner in an 
eulogy over the bleeding body of tlie deceased — (an 
Anthony worthy of such a Caesar) — and the nau- 
seous and atrocious cant of a degraded Crew ot 
Conspirators against all that is sincere or honour- 
able. In his death he was necessarily one of two 
things by the law — a felon or a madman — and in 
either case no great subject for panegyric.^ In his 
life he was — what all the world knows, and half 
of it will feel for years to come, unless his deatJi 
prove a moral lesson*’ to the surviving Sejanif of 
Europe. It may at least serve as some consolation 
to the Nations, that their Oppressors arc not happy, 
and in some instances judge so justly of their own 
actions as to anticipate the sentence of mankind. — 


* 1 say by the law of the land— the laws of Uumaniiy ^ 
more gently ; but as the legitimates have always the law in 
their mouths, let them here make the most of it. 

f From this number must he excepted Canning. Canning 
is a genius, almost an universal one : an orator, a wit, a poet, 
a statesman ^ and no man of talent can long pursue the path 
of his late predecessor, Lord C. If ever man saved his coun- 
try, Canning can ; but will he? I, for one, hope so. 



VI 


PRFFACr. 


Let us hear no more of this man, and let Ireland 
remove the ashes of her GratUin from the Saiictuary 
of Westminster. Shall the Patriot of Humanity 
repose by the Wertlier of Politics ! ! ! 

With regard to the objections which have been 
made on another score to the already published 
Cantos of this poem, I shall content myself with 
two quotations from Voltaire: — 

“ La ])udcur s'est enfuite des cocurs, et s'est re- 
fugiee sur les levres.’* 

Plus les mocurs sont deprav<^es, plus les expres- 
sions deviennent inesurees ; on croit regagner en 
langage ce qu’on a perdu en vertu.” 

This is the real fact, as applicable to the degraded 
and liypocritical mass which leavens the present 
English generation, and is the only answer they 
deserve. The backneyed and lavished title of Bias* 
phciner — which, with radical, liberal, jacobin, 
reformer, etc. arc the changes whicli the hirelings 
are daily ringing in the cars of those who will 
listen — should be welcome to all who recollect on 
whom it was originally bestowed. Socrates and 
Jesus Christ were put to death publicly as Blas^ 
phemers, and so have been and may be many who 
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dare to oppose tlic most notorious abuses of the 
name of God and the mind of man. But Perse- 
cution is not refutation, nor even triumph : the 
“ wretched Infidel,” as he is called, is probably 
happier in his prison than the proudest of his 
assailants. With his opinions 1 have nothing to 
do — they may be right or wrong — but he has suf- 
fered for them, and that very suffering for con- 
science-sake will make more proselytes to Deism 
than the example of heterodox* prelates to Chris- 
tianity, suicide statesmen t(^ oppression, or over- 
pensioned homicides to the impious alliance which 
insults the world with the name of Holy ! ” I have 
no wish to trample on the dishonoured or the 
dead ; but it would be well if the adherents to the 
Classes from whence those persons sprung should 
abate a little of the Cant which is the crying sin 
of this double-dealing and false-speaking time of 
selfish Spoilers, and — ^but enough for the present. 

♦ When Lord Sandwich said “ he did uol know the difler-* 
ence between Orthodoxy and Heterodoxy”— Warbur ion, the 
bishop, replied, “ Orthodoxy, my Lord, is my doxy, and 
Heterodoxy is another man*s doxy.” — A prelate of the present 
day has discovered, it seems, a third kind of doxy, which has 
not greatly exalted in the eyes of the elect tliat which Bentbaiti 
calls ** Chorch-of-Englandism.” 
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I. 

There is a tide in the affairs of men 
“ Which taken at the flood** — you know the rest, 
And most of us have found it, now and then ; 

At least we think so, though but few have guess’d 
The moment, till too late to come again. 

But no doubt every thing is for the best-— 

Of which the surest sign is in the end : 

When things are at the worst they sometimes mend. 



10 


U0.\ JUA>. 


CANTO YI. 


II. 

There is a tide in the affairs of women 

“ Which taken at the flood leads'* — God knows where: 
1'hose navigators must be able seamen 

Wliosc charts lay down its currents to a hair ; 

Not all the reveries of Jacob Uchmen 
With its strange whirls and eddies can compare: — 
Men, with their heads, reflect on tliis and that — 

But women, with their hearts, or heaven knows what! 


111 . 

.\nd yet a lieadloug, headstrong, downright she, 
Young, beautiful, and daring — who would risk 
A throne, the world, the universe, to be 
Beloved in her own way, and rather wliisk 
The stars from out the sky, than not be free 
As are the billows when the breeze is brisk r— 
Though such a she’s a devil (if tint there be one). 
Yet slie would make full many a Manichean. 
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IV. 

Thrones, vrorlds, et cetera^ are so oft upscl 
By rominonest Ambition, that when Passion 
O*er*;lirows the same, we readily forget, 

Or al the least forgive, the loving rash one. 

If Anthony be well remember’d yet, 

’Tis not his conquests keep his name in fashion ; 
But Actiuin, lost for Cleopatra’s eyes, 

Outbalance all tlie Cxsar’s victories. 


V, 

He died at fifty for a queen of forty ; 

1 wish their years had l)cen fifteen and twenty, 

For then wealth, kingdoms, worlds, are but a sport — 1 
Remember when, though I had no great plenty 
Of worlds to lose, yet still, to pay my court, I 
Gave what I had — a heart ; — as the world went, I 
Gave what was worth a world ; for woilds could never 
Restore me those pure feelings, gone for ever. 
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VI. 

IVas the boy’s uiiie,” and, like the “widow’s,” may 
Perhaps be weigh’d hereafter, if not now; 

Pul whether such things do, or do not, weigh, 

All who have loved, or love, will still allow 
Life lias nought like it. (rod is love, they say, 

And Love’s a God, or was before the brow 
Of Earth was wrinkled by the sins and tears 
Of— -but Cdironology best knows the years. 


VII 

We left out hero and third heroine in 

A kind of state more awkward than uncommon, 
For gentlemen must sometimes risk their skin 
For that sad tempter, a forbidden woman : 
Sultans too much abhor this sort of sin, 

And don’t agree at all with the wise Roman, 
Heroic, stoic Cato, the sententious, 

Who lent his lady to his friend Hortensius. 
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VIII. 

1 know Gulbcyaz was extremely wrong ; 

I own it, I deplore it, I condemn it ; 

But I detest all fiction, even in song. 

And so must tell the truth, howe’er you blame it. 
Her reason being weak, her passions strong. 

She thought that her lord’s heart (even could slie 
claim it) • 

Was scarce enough ; for he had fifty-nine 
Years, and a fifteen-hundredth concubine. 


IX. 

1 am not, like Gassio, an arithmetician,” 

But by ‘‘ the bookish theoric” it appears. 

If ’tis siimm’d up with feminine precision. 

That, adding to the account his Highness’ years, 
The fair Sultana err’d from inanition; 

For, were the Sultan just to all his dears. 

She could but claim the fifteenth hundred part 
Of what should be monopoly — the lieart. 



X. 


It is observed that ladies are litigious 
Upon all legal objects of possession, 

And not the least so when they are religious, 

Which doubles what they think of the transgression. 
With suits and prosecutions they besiege us, 

As the tribunals show through many a session, 
When they suspect t!iat any one goes shares 
111 that to which the law makes them sole heirs. 


XI. 

Now, if this holds good in a Christian land. 

The heathen also, though with lesser latitude, 

Are apt to carry things with a high hand. 

And take what kings call “ an imposing attitude 
And for their rights connubial make a stand. 

When their liege husbands treat them with ingrati- 
tude ; 

And as four wives must have quadruple claims, 

The Tigris hath its jealousies like Thames. 
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XII. 

(Tiilbeyaz was the fourth, and (as Ijjaid) 

The favourite ; but what’s favour amongst four? 
Polygamy may well be held in dread, 

Not only as a sin, but as a Ifore : — 

Most wise men with one moderate woman wed, 
Will scarcely find philosophy for more ; 

And all (except Mahomctans]^forbear 
To make the nuptial couch a ‘‘ Bed of Ware.” 


XIII. 

His Highness, the sublimest of mankind, — 

So styled according to the usual forms 
Of every iiionarcli, till they are consign’d 
To those sad hungry jacobins, the worms, 

Who on tlie very loftiest kings have dined, — 

His Highness gazed upon Gulbeyaz’ charms, 
Expecting all the welcome of a lover 
(A “ Highland welcome” all the wide world over). 
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XIV. 

Now here we should distinguish ; for howe’er 
Kisses, sweet words, embraces, and ail that, 
May look like what is — neither here nor there ; 

They are put on as easily as a hat, 

Or rather bonnet, which the fair sex wear, 
Trimin’d either heads or hearts to decorate, 
Which form an ornament, but no more part 
Of heads, than their caresses of the heart. 


XV. 

A slight blush, a soft tremor, a calm kind 
Of gentle feminine delight, and shown 
More in tlie eyelids than the eyes, resign’d 
Rather to hide what pleases most unknown. 
Are the best tokens (to a modest mind) 

Of love, when seated on his loveliest throne, 
A sincere woman’s breast, — for over warm 
Or over cold annihilates the charm. 
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XVI. 

For over warmth, if false, is worse than truth ; 

If true, ’tis no great lease of its own fire ; 

For no one, save in very early youth, 

Would like (I think) to trust all to desire, v 
Wliich is but a precarious bond, in sooth, 

And apt to be transferred to the first buyer 
At a sad discount : while you( over chilly 
Women, on t’other hand, seem somewhat silly. — 


xVn. 

That is, we cannot pardon their bad taste, 

For so it seems to lovers swift or slow. 

Who fain* would have a mutual flame confess’d, 
And see a sentimental passion glow. 

Even were St. Francis’ paramour their guest. 

In his Monastic Concubine of Snow ; — 

In short, the maxim for the amorous tribe is 
Horatian, Medio tu tutissimus ibis.” 
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XYIII. 

The “ tu'* 's too much, — ^but let it stand — the verse 
Requires it, that’s to say, the English rhyme, 

And not the pink of old Hexameters; 

But, after all, there’s neither tune nor time 
In the last line, which cannot well be worse, 

And was thrust in to close the octave’s chime : 

I own no prosody cap ever rate it 

As a rule, but Truth may, if you translate it. 


XIX. 

If fair Gulbeyaz overdid her part, 

1 know not — it succeeded, and success 
Is much in most things, not less in the heart 
Than other articles of female dress. 
Self-love in man too beats all female art ; 

They lie, we lie, all lie, but love no less : 
And no one virtue yet, except Starvation, 
Gould stop that worst of vices-— Propagation. 
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XX. 

We leave tliis royal couple to repose ; 

A bed is not a tlirone, and they may sleep, 
WliateVr their dreams be, if of joys or woes ; 

Yet disappointed joys are woes as deep 
As any man’s clay mixture undergoes. 

Our least of sorrows are such as we weep ; 
'Tis the vile daily drop on dr^p which wears 
The soul out (like the stone) with petty cares. 


XXI. 

A scolding wife, a sullen son, a bill 
To pay, unpaid, protested, or discounted 
At a per-centage ; a child cross, dog ill, 

A favourite horse fallen lame just as he’s mounted ; 
A bad old woman making a worse will, 

Which leaves you minus of the cash you counted 
As certain ; — these are paltry things, and yet 
I’ve rarely seen the man they did not fret. 
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[’in a philosopher ; confound them all ! 

hills, beasts, and men, and — no! not Womankind! 
Witli one good hearly curse I vent my gall, 

And tlicn my Stoicism leaves nought behind 
Which it can either pain or evil call, 

And I can give my whole soul up to mind ; 

Though what is soul^jor mind, their birth or growth, 
Is more than 1 know — the deuce take them both. 


XXIII. 

So now all things* are d — n’d, one feels at ease, 
As after reading Athanasius’ curse. 

Which dotli your true believer so much please : 

1 doubt if any now could make it worse 
O’er his worst enemy when at bis knees, 

’Tis so sententious, positive, and terse. 

And decorates the book of Common Prayer, 

As doth a Rainbow the just clearing air. 
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XXIV. 

(luibeyaz and lier lord were sleeping, or 
i\t least one of them— Oh the heavy niglit 1 
When wicked wives who love some bachelor 
liie down in dudgeon to sigh for the liglit 
Of the gray inorning, and look vainly for 
Its twinkle tiirough the lattice dusky quite^ 
To toss, to tumble, doze, revive, and quake 
ficst tlieir too lawful bed-fellow should wake. 


XXV. 

Tiiese are beneatli the canopy of heaven, 

Alsu beneath the canopy of beds 
Four-posted and silk-cur tain’d, which are given 
For rich men and their brides to lay their heads 
Upon, ill sheets white as what bards call “ driven 
Snow.” Well! 'tis all hap-hazard when one weds. 
Gulbeyaz was an empress, but had been 
Perhaps as wretched if a peasants quean. 
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)on Juan, in his feminine disguise, 

Wilh all the damsels in their long array, 

[lad boTV*d themselves before the imperial eyes, 
And, at the usual signal, ta’en their way 
Back to their chambers, those long galleries 
In the Seraglio, where the ladies lay 
Their delicate limbs \ a thousand bosoms there 
Beating for love, as the caged bird's for air. 


XXVII. 

I love the sex, and sometimes would reverse 
The tyrant’s wish, ** that mankind only had 
“ One neck, which he with one fell stroke might pierce:'^ 
My wish is quite as wide, but not so bad. 

And much more tender on the whole than fierce; 

It being (not now, but only while a lad) 

That Womankind had but one rosy mouth, 

To kiss them all at once from North to South. 
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XXVTII. 

Oh enviable Briareus ! with thy hands 

And heads, if thou hadst all things multiplied 
In such proportion ! — But my muse withstands 
The giant thought of being a Titan’s bride, 

Or travelling in Patagonian lands ; 

So let us back to Lilliput, and guide 
Our hero through the labyrinth of love 
In which we left him several lines above. 


XXIX. 

He went forth with the lovely Odalisques, 

At the given signal join’d to their array ; 

And though he certainly ran many risks, 

Yet he could not at times keep, by the way 
(Although the consequences of such frisks 
Are worse than the worst damages men pay 
In moral England, where the thing’s a tax), 

From ogling all their charms from breasts to backs. 
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XXX. 

Still lie forgot not liis disguise:— along 

The galleries from room to room they walk’d, 

\ virgin-like and edifying tlirong, 

By eunuchs flank’d; while at tJieirhe'*'^ there star 
A. dame who kept up discipline among 
The female ranks, so that none stirr’^ or talk’d 
Without her sanctio.i on their she-parades : 

Her title was “ tlie Mother of the Maids.” 


XXXI. 

Whether she was a “ mother,” I know not, 

Or whether they were “maids” who call’d her mother; 
But this is her seraglio title, got 
I know not how, but good as any other ; 

So Cantcmir can tell you, or De Tott : 

Her office was, to keep aloof or smother 
All bad propensities in fifteen hundred 
Young women, and correct them when they blunder’d. 
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XXXII. 

K goodly sinecure, no doubt ! but made 
More easy by tlic absence of all men 
Except Ids Majesty, who, with Jicr aid, 

And guards, and bolts, and walls, and now and then 
A slight example, just to cast a shade 

Along the rest, contrived to keep this den 
Of beauties cool as an Italian convent, 

Where all the passions have, alas! but one vent. 


XXXIII. 

And what is that? Devotion, doubtless— how 
Could you ask. such a question? — but we will 
Continue. As 1 said, this goodly row 
Of ladies of all countries at the will 
Qf one good man, with stately march and slow, 
Like water-lilies floating down a rill. 

Or rather lake — for rills do not run slowljr ^ — 
Paced on most maiden-like and melancholy. 
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liiil when they roaclTd their own apartments, theie, 
Like birds, or hoys, or bcdLimites broke loose, 
Waves at spring-tide, or women any where 

When freed from bonds (whicli are of no great vise 
Vftcr all), or like Irish at a fair. 

Their guards ))eing gone, and, as it were, a trure 
{establish’d bctweeif them and bondage, they 
IU*gau to sing, dance, chatter, smile, and play. 


XXXV. 

riieir talk of coui'sc ran most on the new comer, 

Her shape, her air, her hair, her every thing : 
Some thought lier dress did not so much become Iier, 
Or wonder’d at her ears without a ring ; 

Some said her years were getting nigh their summer, 
Others contended they were but in spring ; 

Some thought her rather masculine in height, 

While others wish’d that she had been so quite. 



r.ANTO VI. 


DON JI AN 


XXXVI. 

liut no one doubted, on the whole, that she 
Was what her dress bespoke, a damsel fair, 

And fresh, and “ beautiful exceedingly,’* , 

Who with the brightest Georgians might compare 
They wonder’d how Gulbeyaz loo could be 
So silly as to buy slaves who might share 
(If that his Highness wearied of his bride) 

Her throne and power, and every thing beside. 


XXXVII. 

But what was strangest in this virgin crew, 
Although her beauty was enough to vex. 

After the first investigating view, 

They all found out as few, or fewer, specks 
In ihe fair form of their companion new, 

Than is the custom of the gentle sex 
When they survey, with Christian eyes or Heathen, 
In a new face the ugliest creature breathing.’’ 
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XXXVIII. 

And yet they had ihcir little jealousies, 

Like all the rest ; but upon this occasion, 
Whether there are such things as sympathies 
Without our knowledge or our approbation, 
\lt]iougli they could not see through his disguise, 
All felt a soft kind of concatenation, 

Like Magnetism, or Bevilisiu, or what 
You please — we will not quarrel about that : 


XXXIX. 

But certain ’tis they all felt for their new 
Companion something newer still, as Hwere 
A sentimental friendship through and through, 
Extremely pure, which made them all concur 
In wishing her their sister, save a few 
Who wish’d they had a brother just like her, 
Whom, if they were at home in sweet Circassia, 
They would prefer to Padisha or Pacha. 
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XL. 

Of those who had most genius for this sort 
Of sentimental friendship, there were three, 
Lolah, Katiniva, and Dud 11 ; — in short 
(To save description), fair as hiir can be , 

Were they, according to the best report, 

Tliough differing in stature and degree, 

And clime and time, and country and complexion ; 
They all alike admired their new connexion. 


XLI. 

Lolah was dusk as India and as warm ; 

Katinka was a Georgian, white and red, 

With great blue eyes, a lovely hand and arm, 

And feet so small they scarce seem’d made to trtfad, 
But rather skim the earth ; while DudiVs form 
Look’d more adapted to be put to bed, 

Being somewhat large and languishing and lazy, 

Yet of a beauty that would drive you crazy. 
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XLII. 

A kind of sleepy Venus seem’d Dudu, 

Yet very fit to “ murder sleep” in those 
Who gazed upon her cheek’s transcendant hue, 

Her Attic forehead, and her Phidian nose ; 

Few angles were tliere in her form, ’tis true, 

Thinner she might have been and yet scarce lose; 
Yet after all, 'twould puzzle to say where 
It would not spoil some separate charm to pare. 


XLIIl. 

die was not violently lively, but 
Stole on your spirit like a May-day breaking ; 
ler eyes Avere not loo sparkling, yet, half-shut, 
They put beholders in a tender taking ; 
he look’d (this simile’s quite new) just cut 
From marble, like Pigmalion’s statue waking, 
he Mortal and the Marble still at strife, 
nd timidly expandingdnto life. 
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XLIV. 

olali demanded the new damsel’s name — 

Juanna.” — Well, a pretty name enough, 
atinka ask’d her also w lienee she came — 

“ From Spain.*' — “Hut where /.v Spain?” — “ Don’ 
ask such stuff', 

Nor show your Georgian ignorance — for shame!” 
Said Lolali, with an accent^rallicr rough, 
o poor Katinka : “ S[»aiu's an island near 
Morocco, betwixt Egypt and Tangier.” 


XLV. 

idu said nothing, but sat down beside 
Juanna, playing with lier veil or hair ; 
id, looking at her steadfastly, she sigh’d, 

As if she pitied her for being there, 
pretty stranger without friend or guide, 

And all abash’d too at the general stare 
hich welcomes hapless strangers in all places, 
ith kind remarks upon their mien and faces. 
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Rut licre tlie Mollicr of llie Maids drew near, 
Willi “ Ladies, it Is lime to go to rest. 

“ I’m puzzled what to do with you, my dear,” 
She added to Juanna, their new guest : 

“ Your coming has been unexpected here, 

And every couch is occupied ; you had best 
“ Partake of mine; but by to-inorrow early 
“ Wi! will have all things settled for you fairly,” 


XLVll. 

Here Lolah interposed — Mamina, you know 
You don’t sleep soundly, and 1 cannot bear 
That any body should disturb you so ; 

ril take Juanna; we’re a slenderer pair 
Than you would make the half of; — don’t say no, 
“ And I of your young charge will take due care.” 
but here Katinka interfered and said, 

She also had compassion and a bed.” 
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XLVIII. 

‘‘ ncsides, I hate to sleep alone,” quoth she. 

The matron frown'd ; Why so?” — “ For fear of 
ghosts,” 

Replied Katinka ; I am sure I see 

“ A phantom upon each of the four posts ; 

“ And then I have the worst dreams that can he, 
“OfGuebres, Giaours, andp inns, and Goals iiihosts. 
The dame replied, ‘‘ Iletwcen your dreams and you, 
“ I fear Juanna’s dreams would be but few. 


XLIX. 

You, Lolah, must continue still to lie 
“ Alone, for reasons which don't matter ; you 
“ The same, Katinka, until by and bye ; 

And! shall place Juanna with Dudu, 

“ Who's quiet, inoffensive, silent, shy, 

And will not toss and chatter the night through. 
* ‘ What say you, child ?”— Dudu said nothing, as 
Her talents were of the more silent class ; 
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lUil .sill! rose up, aiul kiss’d the niutron’s brow 
between the eyes, and Lolah on both cheeks, 
Katinka loo ; and with a gentle bow 
((iurlseys arc neitiier used by Turks nor Greeks) 
She took Juanna by the hand to show 

Their place of rest, and left to both their pi({ues 
'J’he others pouting at tiie matron’s preference 
Of Duilu, tliough they held their longues from defere 


Id. 

It was a spacious chamber (Oda is 
The Turkish till6) and ranged round the wall 
Were couches, toilets — and much more than tliis 
I might describe, as I have seen it all, 
but it sulhces — little was amiss ; 

*Twas on the whole a nobly furnish’d hall, 
With all things ladies want, save one or two, 

\ud evei^ those were nearer than ihcy knew. 
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Lll. 

Duili'i, as lias b<*cn saiil, was a sweet creature, 
Not very clasliin{», hut extremely winning, 
Willi the most regulated charms of feature, 
WHiic*] painters cannot catch like faces sinning 
Against proportion — the wild strokes of nature 
Which they hit off at once in the beginning, 
f ull of expression, riglit or wiong, that strike, 
■\iici, jileasing or unpleasing, still are like. 


LIII. 

Hut she was a soft Landscape of mild Earth, 

Where all was harmony and calm and (juiet, 
Luxuriant, bjidding ; cheerful without mirth, 
Which if not happiness, is much more nigh it 
Than are your mighty passions and so forth, 

W'liich .some call “ the sublime I wish they’d try 
I’ve seen your stormy seas and stormy women, 

And pity lovers ratlicr more than seamen 
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LIV. 

Rut slie was pensive more tlian melancholy, 

And serious more than pensive, and serene, 

It may be, more than cither — not unholy 
Her tlioiif;hts, at least till now, appear to have been. 
The strangest thing was, beauteous, she was wholly 
Unconscious, albeit turnM of quick seventeen, 

That she was fair, on dark, or short, or tall; 

Slie never tliought about herself at all. 


LV. 

And therefore was she kind and gentle as 
The Age of Gold (when Gold was yet unknown, 
by wliich its nomenclature came to pass ; 

Tims most appropriately has been shown 
‘‘ Lucus a non Lucendo,” not what was. 

Rut what u^as not ; a sort of style that's growm 
Extremely common in this age, whose metal 
The Devil may decompose but never settle: 
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LVI. 

I think it may bo of “ Corinthian brass,” 

Which was a mixture of all metals, but 
The brazen uppermost). Kind reader I pass 
This long parenthesis : I could not shut 
It sooner for the soul of me, and class 

My faults even with your own! which meancth, put 
A kind construction upon th^n and me : 
but that you wonT-— then don’t — I am not less free. 


LYIL 

’Tis time we should return to plain narration, 

And thus my narrative proceeds ; — Dudu, 

With every kindness short of ostentation, 

Sliow’d Juan, or Juanna, through and through 
Tliis labyrinth of females, and each station 
Described — what’s strange — in words extremely few . 
I have but one simile, and that’s a blunder, 

For wordless woman, which is silent Thunder. 
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LVIII. 

And next slic {;avo Jier (F say Jwr, because 
The Gender still was lilpicene, at least 
In outward show, which is a saving clause) 
All outline of the Customs of tlie East, 
With all llieir ciipste integrity of laws, 
hy which the move a Ifarain is increased, 
'I'hc slricler doubtless vow the vestal duties 
Of any supernumerary beauties. 


LIX. 

Ainl then she gave Juanna a chaste kiss: 

Dudii was fond of kissing — which I'm sure 
'i'hat nobody can ever take amiss, 

because 'tis pleasant, so that it be pure, 
r\iid between females means no more than this — 
That they have nothing better near, or newer. 

“ Kiss” rhymes to “ bliss” in fact as well as verse- 
1 wish il never led to something worse. 
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Ill perfect innocence she then unmade 
Her toilet, which cost little, for she was 
A Child of Nature, carelessly array'd: 

If fond of a cliance ogle at her glass, 

'Tw.is like the Fawn which, in the lake display’d 
lieholds her own shy, shadowy image pass, 
When first she starts, and thcyi returns to peep, 
Admiring this new Native of the deep. 


LXI. 

\iid one by one her articles of dress 
Were laid aside ; but not lie fore she offer'd 
Her aid to fair Juanna, whose excess 
Of modesty declined the assistance proffer’d — 
Which past well off — as she could do no less, 
Though by this politessc she rather suffer’d, 
Pricking her fingers with those cursed pins. 
Which surely were invented for our sins, — 
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Makin(; a woman like a porcupine, 

Not to be raslily touch’d. But still more dread, 
Oh ye ! whose fate it is, as once ’twas mine, 

In early youth, to turn a lady’s maid 
1 did my very boyish best to shine 
In tricking her out for a inas([ucradc : 

The pins were placed suflicienlly, but not 
Stuck all exactly in the proper spot. 


LXlll. 

But these are foolhh things to all the wise — 

And I love Wisdom more than she loves me ; 

My tendency is to philosophize 
On most tilings, from a tyrant to a tree ; 

But still the spouseless Virgin Knowledge flies. 

What are we ? and whence came we? what shall be 
Our ultimate existence ? what’s our present ? 

Are questions answerlcss, and yet incessant. 
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LXIV. 

There was deep silence in the chamber ; dim 
And distant from each other burnM the lights^ 

And Slumber hover’d o’er each lovely limb 
Of the fair occupants : if there be sprites, 

TJicy should Jiave walk’d there in iheir spritelicst trim, 

* 

lly way of change from their sepulchral sites, 

And shown themselves as gho|ts of better taste 
Than haunting some old ruin or wild waste. 


LXV. 

Many and beautiful lay those around, 

Like (lowers of difTercnt hue and clime and root. 
In some exotic garden sometimes found, 

With cost and care and warmth induced to shoot! 
One, with her auburn tresses lightly bound, 

And fair brows gently drooping, as the fruit 
Nods from the tree, was slumbering with soft breath 
And lips apart, which show’d the pearls beneath. 
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LXVI. 

One, with Ler flush’d cheek laid on her while arm, 
And raven ringlets gather’d in dark crowd 
Above her brow, lay dreaming soft and warm ; 

And smiling tiiroiigli her dream, as through a clomi 
The Moon breaks, half unveil’d eacli further charm, 
As, slightly stirring in her snowy shroud, 

Her beauties seized tjie unconscious hour of night 
All bashfully to struggle into light. 


Lxvn. 

'rJjis is no bull, although it sounds so ; for 
’Twas night, but there w^ere lamps, as hath been said. 
A third’s all-pallid aspect offer’d more 
The traits of sleeping Soitow, and betray’d 
Through the heaved breast the dream of some far shore 
Beloved and deplored ; while slowly stray'd 
(As Night Dew, on a Cypress glittering, tinges 
The black bough) tear-drops through her eyes’ dark 
fringes. 
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A fourth, as marble, statuc-like and still, 

Lay in a breathless, iiu$k*d, and stony sleep ; 
Wliite, cold, and pure, as looks a frozen rill, 

Or iJie snow minaret on an Alpine steep, 

Or Lot’s wife done in salt, — or what you will ; — 
My similes are gather’d in a heap, 

So pick and choose — perhaps you’ll be content 
Witli a carved lady on a monument. 


LXIX. 

And lo 1 a fifth appears ; — ^and what is she f 
A lady of “ a certain age,” which means 
Lcrtainly aged — what her years might be 
I know not, never counting past their teens ; 
but there she slept, not quite so fair to see, 

As ere that awful period intervenes 
Which lays both men and women on the shelf, 
To meditate upon their sins and self. 
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J^ul all this time how slept, or dreamed, Dudu ? 

Witli strict inquiry I could ne’er discover, 

\ud scorn to add a syWalAe untrue *, 

Hut ere the middle watch was hardly over, 

Just when the fading lamps waned dim and blue, 
And phantoms hover’d, or might seem to hover, 
To those who like t1,ieir company, about 
The apartment, on a sudden she scream’d out : 


LXXI. 

And that so loudly, that upstarted all 
The Oda, in a general commotion : 

Matron and maids, and those whom you may call 
Neither, came crowding like the waves of ocean, 

One on the other, throughout the whole hall, 

All trembling, wondering, without the least notion. 
More than I have myself, of what could make 
The calm Dudu so turbulently wake. 
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LXXII. 

But wide awake she was, and round her bed, 

Willi iloating draperies and willi flying hair, 

With eager eyes, and liglil but hurried tread, 

And bosoms, arms, and ancles glancing bare, 

And bright as any meteor ever bred. 

By the North Pole, — they sought her cause of care, 
For she seem’d agitated, flush’d, and frighten’d, 
ller eye dilated and her colour heighten’d. 


LXXIII. 

But what is strange — and a strong proof how great 
A blessing is sound sleep — Juanna lay 
As fast as ever liusband by his mate 
In holy matrimony snores away. 

Not all the clamour broke her happy state 
Of slumber, ere they shook Jier,--so they say 
At least, — and then she too unclosed her eyes, 

And yawn’d a good deal with discreet surprise. 
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And now commenced a strict investigation, 

Which, as all spoke at once, and more than once 
Conjecturing, wondering, asking a narration, 

Alike might puzzle either wit or dunce 
To answer in a very clear oration. 

Dudu had never pass’d for wanting sense, 

But, being no orat6r, as Brutus is,” 

'.oiild not at first expound what was amiss. 


LXXV. 

i length she said, that, in a slumber sound, 

She dreain’d a dream of walking in a wood — 

“ wood obscure,” like that where Dante found'*' 
Himself in at the age when all grow good ; 
fe's half-way house, where dames with virtue crown'd, 
i\un much less risk of lovers turning rude ; — 
d that this wood was full of pleasant fruits, 
d trees of goodly growth and spreading roots ; 

* ** Ncl mez7,o del Caromin^ di nosira vita 

** Mi ricrovai per ana Selva oscura,'' etc. etc. etc. 
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LXXVI. 

And in the midst a f{oLden apple grew, — 

A most prodigious pippin — l)ul it hung 
father too high and distant ; that she threw 
Tier glances on it, and then, longing, flung 
Stones, and whatever she could pick up, to 

firing down the fruit, which still perversely dun 
To its own hough, and dangltd yet in sight, 
hut always at a most provoking height ; — 


LXXVII. 

That on a sudden, when she least had hope, 

It fell down of its own accord, before 
Her feet ; that her first movement was to stoop 
And pick it up, and bite it to the core ; 

That just as her young lip began to ope 
Upon the golden fruit the vision bore, 

A bee flew out and stung her to the heart, 

And so — she awoke with a great scream and start. 
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All tins she told with some confusion and 
Dismay, the usual roiiscfiucncc of dreams 
Of tlu* unjiloasaiU kind, with none at hand 
To otjjound llicir vain and visionary t;leams. 

Tve known soiw odd ones which scemVl really plain d 
Prophetically, or that which one deems 
“ A slranj_»e coiiicidcflcc,” to use a phrase 
Piy which such thin^^s are settled now-a-days. 


LXXIX. 

The damsels, who had thoughts of^some great harm 
Began, as is the consequence of fear, 

To scold a little at the false ahrm 
That broke for nothing on their sleeping car. 

The matron too was wroth to leave her warm 
Bed for the dream she had been obliged to hear, 
And chafed at poor Dudii, who only sigh’d. 

And said that she was sorry she bad cried. 
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IVc licard of stories of a cock and bull; 

“ Hut visions of an a|>[)lc and a bee, 

'J'o take us from our natural rest, and pull 

‘‘ The whole Oda from their beds at half-past tlirce, 

Would make us think the moon is at its full. 

You surely arc unwell, child! jvc must see, 

“ To-morrow, what his l]i(;hne$s’s physician 
Will say to this hysteric of vision. 


LXXXI. 

And poor Juanna too ! the child’s first night 
Within these walls, to be broke in upon 
“ With such a clamour — I had thought it right 
That the young stranger should not lie alone, 

And as the quietest of all, she might 
With you, Dudu, a good night’s rest have known; 
But now I must transfer her to the charge 
“ Of Lolah — though her couch is not so large.” 
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Lolali*s eyes sparkled at the proposition ; 

But poor Dudu, with large drops in her own, 
Resulting from the scolding or the vision, 
Implored that present pardon might be shown 
For this first fault, and that on no condition 
(She added in a soft and piteous tone), 

.I'ianiia should be taken from her, and 
Her future dreams should all be kept in hand. 


LXXXIIl 

She promised never more to liavc a dream, 

At least to dream so loudly as just now ; 

Slic wonder’d at herself bow she could scream— 
’Twas foolish, nervous, as she must allow, 

A fond hallucination, and a theme 

For laughter — but she felt her spirits low, 

And begg*d they would excuse her ; she’d get over 
This weakness in a few hours, and recover. 
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LXXXIV. 

And here Juanna kindly interposed, 

And said she felt herself extremely well 
Where she then was, as her sound sleep disclosed 
When all around rang like a tocsin-bell : 

She did not find herself the least disposed 
To quit her gentle partner, and te dwell 
Apart from one who had no sin to show, 

Save that of dreaming once iftal-a-propos/' 


LXXXV. 

As thus Juanna spoke, Dudu turn'd round 
And hid her face within Juanna's breast ; 
Her neck alone was seen, but that was found 
The colour of a budding rose’s crest. 

1 can't tell why she blush’d, nor can expound 
The mystery of this rupture of their rest ; 
All that 1 know is, that the facts 1 state 
Are true as truth has erer been of late. 
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And so good night to llicin, — or, if you will, 

Good morrow— for the cock had crown, and light 
IVgan to clolhc each Asiatic hill, 

An«l the iuos([iie crescent struggled into sight 
Of llie long caravan, which in the cliill 

Of dewy dawn wound slowly round each heiglit 
That stretches lo the stony belt which girds 
Asia, where KafF idbks down upon the Kurds. 


LXXXVII. 

With the first ray, or rather gray of morn, 
Gulbcyaz rose from restlessness ; and pale 
As Passion rises, w'illi its bosom worn, 

Array’d herself with mantle, gem, and veil: 
The nightingale tliat sings with the deep thorn. 
Which Fable places in her breast of wail. 

Is lighter far of heart and voice than those 
Whose headlong passions form their proper woes. 
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LXXXVIII. 

And tliafs tlic moral of lliis coinposttion, 

If pcojilo would but see its real drift ; — 
but that they will not do without suspicion, 
because all rentiers have the {jlft 

Of clo.silify ’gainst the liglit their orl>s of vision ; 

'While gentle wi iters also love id lift 
Their voices 'gainst each other, which is natural— 
Tin; niuubeis are too great for them to flatter all. 


LXXXIX. 

Rose the Sultana from a bed of S[flendour,— 

Softer than tlic soft Sybarite’s, wlio cried 
Aloud liccausc his feelings were too tender 
To brook a ruilled rose-leaf by his side, — < 

So beautiful that art could little mend her, 

Though pale with conflicts between love and pride : 
So agitated was she with her error, 

She did not even look into the mirror. 
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Also arose about the self same time, 

Perliaps a little later, her great lord, 

Master of thirty kingdoms so sublime, 

And of a wife by whom he was abhorr’d ; 

A thing of much less import in that clime — 
At least to those of incomes which afford 
The filling up their whole connubial cargo — 
Than where two wives arc under an euibargo 


xa. 

lie did not think much on the matter, nor 
Indeed on any other : as a man, 
lie liked to have a handsome paramour 
At hand, as one may like to have a fan, 

And therefore of Circassians liad good store, 

As an amusement after the Divan ; 

Though an unusual fit of love, or duty, 

Had made him lately bask in his bride's beauty. 
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KClI. 

And now he rose : and, after due ablutions, 
Exacted by the customs of the East, 

And prayers and other pious evolutions, 

He drank six cups of coffee at the least, ^ 
And then withdrew to hear about the Russians, 
Whose victories had recently inT^reased, 

In Catherine’s reign, whom glory still adores 
As greatest of all sovereigns and w — — s. 


XCJIL 

But oh, thou grand legitimate Alexander ! 

Her son’s son, let not this last phrase offend 
Thine ear, if it should reach, — and now rhymes wander 
Almost as far as Petersburgh, and lend 
A dreadful impulse to each loud meander 
Of murmuring Liberty's wide waves, which blend 
Their roar even with the Baltic’s, — so you be 
Your father’s son, ’tis quite enough for me. 
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'Jo call men love-bqjolleii, or proclaim 
Their mothers as the antipodes of Timon, 
lliat hater of mankind, would be a shame, 

A. libel, or whale’er you please to rhyme on : 
liut people’s ancestors are history's (;amc ; 

And if one lady^s slip coaid leave a crime on 
All (Generations, I should like to know 
^^’hat pcdip,ree the best wouhl have to show ’ 


XCV. 

Had (iathcrinc and the Sultan understood 
Their own true interests, which kinp,s rarely know, 
Until ’tis taufjht by lessons rather rude, 

• There was a way to end their strife, although 
Perhaps precarious, had they but thought good, 
Without the aid of Prince or Plenipo : 

Slie to ilisiniss her guards and he his harani, 

And for their other matters, meet and share ’em. 
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Hut as it w^^s, 1.! ’ Highness had to hold 
Ills daily council r '^oii wavs anti means, 
How lo encounler with this martial scold, 
This modern Amazon anti Queen of Queans ; 
\nd tljc [lerjili xity c dd not he told 
Of ,iH ll)r j.di.irs stale, wfiich leans 

Soinelinies a \ heavv on the backs 
Of those who caniiOw lay on a new lax. 


XCVIl. 

Meantime Oulbeyaz '•vhen her king was gone, 
Retired into ^ boudoit, a sweet place 
For love or break fa'^f ; private, pleasing, lone, 
And rich \^illi all contrivances udiich grace 
Those gay recesses; — many a precious stone 
Sparkled along its roof, ard many a vase 
Of porcelain held in the fetter’d flowers, 

Those captive soothers of a captive’s hours. 

3. 
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XCVIII. 

Mother of pearl, and porphyry, and marble, 

Vied with each other on this costly spot ; 

And singing; birds without were heard to warble ; 

And the stain'd glass which lighted this fair grot 
Varied each ray but all descriptions garble 
The true effect, and so wc had better not 

IV too ininute ; an outline is the best, — 

« 

\ lively reader's fancy does the rest. 


XCTX. 

And here slie suniinon’d Baba, and required 
Don Juan at his hands, and information 
Of what had past since all the slaves retired. 

And whether he had occupied their station ; 

If matters had been managed as desired, 

And his disguise with due consideration 
Kept up ; and above all, the where and how 
He had pass'd the night, was what she wish'd to know. ' 
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c. 

Y3aha, witli some embarrassment, replied 
To this long catechism of questions ask’d 
More easily tlian answer’d, — that he had tri^d 
His best to obey in what he liad been task’d ; 
but tlicrc seem’d something that he wish’d to hide, 
fVhich hesitation more betray’d than mask’d ; — 
He scratch’d his car, the infallible resource 
To which embarrass’d people have recourse. 


Cl. 

(julbeyaz was no model of true patience, 

Nor much disposed to wait in word or deed , 

She liked quick answers in all conversations ; 

And when she saw him stumbling like a steed 
In his replies, she puzzled him for fresh ones; 

And as Jiis speech grew still more broken^knee’d, 
Her cheek began to flush, her eyes to sparkle, 

And her proud brow’s blue veins to swell and darkle. 
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When Baba saw tlicsc symptoms, which he knew 
I’o bode him no (»rcat good, he deprecated 
Her anger, and bcseech’d she’d hear him through- 
lie could not hel}» the thing which he related : 
Then out it came at length, that to Dudii 

.hum was given in charge, as hath been stated ; 
but not by baba’s fault, he said, and swore on 
Tlie holy camel’s iiump, besides tlic Koran. 


cm. 

The chief dame of the Oda, upon whom 
The discipline of the whole Harain bore, 

As soon as they re-enter’d their own room, 

For Baba’s function stopt short at the door, 
Had settled all; nor could he then presume 
(The aforesaid Baba) just then to do more, 
Without exciting such suspicion as 
Might make the matter still worse than it was. 
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CIV. 

He hoped, indeed Jic thought he could he sure 
Juan had nol betray’d hiinsclf; in fact 
'IVas certain that Ids conduct had been j)iire, 
T’eeause a foolisii or imprudent act 
Would not alone Iiave made him insecure, 
hut ended in liis being found out and a^/cAV/, 
And llirown into the sea. — Thus baba sjioke 
Of all save Dudu’s dream, which was no joke. 


CV. 

This he discreetly kept in the hack ground, 

And talk'd away— -and might have talk’d till now, 
For any further answer that he found, 

So deep an anguish wrung Gulbcya// brow ; 

Her check turn’d ashes, cars rung, brain whirl’d round, 
As if she had received a sudden blow, 

And the heart’s dew of pain sprang fast and chilly 
O’er her fair front, like Morning’s on a lily. 
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AUliough she was not of the fainting sort, 

haba thought she would faint, but there lie err'd— 

1 1 was but a convulsion, wliich though short 
Can never be described ; we all have heard. 

And sniiie of us liave felt thus “ nllamnrl^'^ 

When things beyond the common have occurr'd ; — 
(iiilheyaz provc<l in Uiat brief agony 
What she could ne'er c^])ress — then how should I ? 


evil. 

.Slie stood a inoinent, as a Pythoness 
Stands on iier tripod, agonized, and full 
Of inspiration gather’d from distress, 

When all the heart-stiings like wild horses pull 
The heart asunder ; — then, as more or less 

Their speed abated or their strength grew dull, 
She sunk down on her seat by slow degrees, 

And bow'd her throbbing head o’er trembling knees. 
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Her face declined and was unseen ; iier hair 
Fell in long tresses like the weeping willow, 
Sweeping tlie marble underneath her chair, 

Or rather sofa (for it was all pillow, — 

A low, soft Ottoman), and black Despair 

Slirr'd up and down her bosoin*like a billow, 
Which rustics to some shore whose shingles check 
Its farther course, but must receive its wreck. 


CIX. 

Her head hung down, and her long hair in stooping 
Conceal’d her features better than a veil ; 

And one Hand o’er the Ottoman lay drooping, 
White, waxen, and as alabaster pale : 

Would that I were a painter! to be grouping 
All that a poet drags into detail ! 

Oh tliat my words were colours ! but their lints 
May serve perhaps as outlines or slight hints. 
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CX. 

liaba, who knew by experience when to talk 
And when to hohl his tongue, now held it till 
'riiis passion might blow o’er, nor dared to balk 
(iiilbeyaz* taciturn or speaking will. 

At length she rose up, and began to walk 
Slowly along the room, but silent still. 

And her brow clear’d, but not her troubled eye — 
The wind was down,* but still the sea ran high. 


CXI. 

She stopp’d, and raised her head to speak — but paused, 
And then moved on again with rapid pace ; 

Then slacken’d it, which is the inarch most caused 
By deep emotion : — you may sometimes trace 
A feeling in each footstep, as disclosed 
By Sallust in his Catiline, who, chased 
Dy all the demons of all passions, show’d 
Their work even by the way in which he trode. 
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CXIL 

Gulbeyaz stopp’d and beckon’d Baba : — “ Slave ! 

“ Brinp the two slaves!” she said in a low tone, 
But one which Baba did not like to brave, 

And yet he sliudder’d, and seem’d ratlier prone 
To prove reluctant, and bcfjjj’d leave to crave 

(Thoufjh he well knew the mcaiunij) to be shown 
What slaves her Highness wisli’d to indicate. 

For fear of any error like the late. 


CXIIl. 

“ The Georgian and her paramour,” replied 
The Imperial Bride — ^and added, “ Let the boat 
Be ready by the secret portal’s side 

You know the rest.” The words stuck in lier< 
throat, 

Despite her injured love and fiery pride ; 

And of this Baba willingly took note, 

And begg’d by every hair of Maliomet’s beard, 

She would revoke the order he had heard. 
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‘‘ To hear is to obey,” be said ; “ but still, 
Sultana, think upon the consequence : 

It is not that 1 shall not all fulfil 
“ Your orders, even in their severest sense ; 
J^ut such precipitation may end ill, 

“ liven at ydUr own imperative expense : 
do not mean destruction and exposure 
“ In case of any premature disclosure ; 


cxv. 

Rut your own feelings. — Even should all the rest 
Re hidden by the rolling waves, which hide 
Already many a once love-beaten breast 
“ Deep in the caverns of the deadly tide— 

“ You love this boyish, new Seraglio guest, 

“ And — if this violent remedy be tried— 

“ Excuse my freedom, when I here assure you, 

“ That killing him is not the way to cure you,” 
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CXVI. 

“ What dost thou know of love or feeling ?— wretch ! 
Begone!*' she cried, with kindling eyes, “ and do 
My bidding!’* Baba vanish’d; for to stretch 
His own remonstrance further, he well knew, 

Might end in acting as his own “ Jack Ketch 
And, though he wish’d extremdy to get through 
This awkward business without harm to others^ 

He still preferr’d his own nec\ to another’s. 


CXVII. 

Away he went then upon his commission, 

Growling and grumbling in good Turkish phrase 
Against all women, of whate’er condition, 
Especially Sultanas and their ways ; 

Their obstinacy, pride, and indecision, 

Their never knowing their own mind two days. 
The trouble that they gave, their immorality, 
Which made him daily bless his own neutrality. 
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And then lie callM his brethren to his aid, 

And sent one on a summons to the pair, 

That lliey must instantly be well array’d, 

And, above all, be comb’d even to a hair, 
iUid J)rou{^l)t before the Empress, wlio had made 
Inquiries aftet* them with kindest care : 

At which Dudii look’d strange, and Juan silly ; 
But go they must at once, and Will I — Nill L 


eXTX. 

And here I leave them at their preparation 
For the imperial presence, wherein whether 
(iulbcyaz show’d them both commiseration, 
Or got rid of the parties altogether — 

Like other angry ladies of her nation, — 

Are tilings the turning of a hair or feather 
May settle ; but far be’t from me to anticipate 
In what way feminine caprice may dissipate. 
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cxx. 

T leave them for the present, with good wishes, 
Though doubts of their well doing, to arrange 
Another part of history ; for the dishes 

Oi this our banquet we must sometimes change 
And, trusting Juan may escape tlic fishes, 
Although his situation now seeius strange 
And scarce secure, as such digressions ore fair, 
The Muse will take a little tcuich at warfare 
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On Love ! Oh Glory I what are ye ? who fly 
Around us ever, rarely to alight : 

There’s not a meteor in the Polar sky 

Of such transcendant and more fleeting flight. 
Chill, and chain’d to cold earth, we lift on high 
Our eyes in search of either lovely light ; 

A thousand and a thousand colours they 
Assume, then leave us on our freezing way. 
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And such as they arc, such my present tale is, 

A noii-descript and ever-varying rhyme, 

A versified Aurora r»orealis, 

Which rtaslics o'er a waste and icy clime. 

When we know what all arc, we must hewail us, 
r>ut ne’er the less I hope it is no crime 
To laugh at all things : for I wish to know 
ITliat, after all, arc all things— *but a Show ? 


m. 

They accuse me — Me — the present writer of 
The present jiocin, of— I know not what,— 

A tendency to under-rate and scolT 
At human power and virtue, and all that; 

And this they say in language rather rough. 

Good God ! I wonder what they would be at ! 
1 say no more than has been said in Dante’s 
Verse, and by Solomon, and by Cervantes; 
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Ky Swift, liy Machiavel, by Roehefoucault, 
by Fciiclon, by Lutbcr, and by PJato ; 
by Tillolson, and Wesley, and Rousseau, 

WIio knew this life W'as not worth a potato. 
’Tis not their fault, nor mine, if this be so — 
For my part, T pretend not to be Cato, 

Nor even Diogenes. — We live and die, 
but which is best, you know no more than I. 


V. 

vSocrates said, our only knowledge was 
“ To know that nothing could be known a pleasant 
Science enough, which levels to an ass 
Each Man of Wisdom, future, past, or present. 
Newton (tliat Proverb of the Mind), alas! 

Declared, with all his grand discoveries recent, 

That he himself fell only “ like a youth 
“ Picking up shells by the great Ocean — Truth/' 


YOL. XIV. 
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VI. 

Kcclesiastes said, tliat all is Vanity — 

Most modern preachers say the same, or show it 
Uy their examples of true Christianity ; 

In short, all know, or very soon may know it. 
\nd in this scene of ail-confess’d inanity, 
hy saint, by sage, by preacher, and by poet, 
Must 1 restrain me, through the fear of strife, 
From holding up the Nothingness of life? 


VII. 

Dogs, or Men I (for 1 flatter you in saying 
That ye are dogs — your betters far) ye may 
Read, or read not, what 1 am now essaying 
To show ye what ye are in every way. 

As little as the moon stops for the baying 
Of wolves, will the bright Muse withdraw one ray 
From out her skies then howl your idle wratfc I 
While slic still silvers o or your gloomy path. 
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Fierce loves and faithless wars*’ — I am not sure 
If tins be the right reading — ’tis no matter ; 
TJio fact’s about the same, I am secure; — 

I sing them both, and am about to batter 
A town which did a famous siege endure, 

And was beleaguer’d both by land and waU;r 
By SuvarofT, or aiiglice Suwarrow, 

Who loved blood as an Alderman loves marrow. 


IX. 

The fortress is call’d Ismail, and is placed 
Upon the Danube’s left branch and left bank, 
With buildings in the oriental taste, 

But still a fortress of the foremost rank. 

Or was, at least, unless ’tis since defaced, 

Which with your conquerors is a common prank 
It stands some eighty versts from the high sea, 

And measures round of toises thousands three. 
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X. 

Within the extent of this fortification 
A l)orou{];li is comprised, along the height 
Upon the left, which, from its loftier station, 
Coininands the city, and upon its site 
V Greek liad raised around this elevation 
A quantity of palisades upright^ 

So placed as to impede the fire of those 
Who held the place, and to assist the foe's. 


xr. 

This circumstance may serve to give a notion 
Of the high talents of this new Yauban : 

But the town ditch below was deep as ocean, 
The rampart higher than you’d wish to hang : 
But then there was a great want of precaution 
( Prithee, excuse this engineering slang), 

Nor work advanced, nor cover'd way was there. 
To hint at least “ Here is no thoroughfare." 
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Hut a Slone bastion, with a narrow f;or[]c, 

And walls as thick as most sculls born as >ot , 
Two batteries, cap-a-jiee, as our St. George, , 
G’asc-inatcd one, and I’olJier “ a barbette/’ 
or Danul)e’s bank took foriuidablc charge ; 

WJiilc two-and-twenty cannon,* duly set, 

Rose over the town’s right side, in bristling tier, 
Forty feet high, upon a cavaCer. 


Xlll. 

But from the river the town’s open quite, 

Because the Turks could never be persuaded 
A Russian vessel e’er would heave in sight ; 

And such their creed -was, till they were invaded. 
When it grew rather late to set things right. 

But as the Danube could not well be waded, 
They look’d upon the Muscovite flotilla, 

And only shouted, “ Alla!” and ‘‘ Bis Millah !” 
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The Russians now were ready to attack ; 

But oh, ye Goddesses of war and glory ! 

How shall I spell the name of each Cossacque 
Who were iiniiiortal, could one tell their story/ 
Alas! what to their memory can lack ? 

Achilles self was not more grim and gory 
Than thousands of this new and polish’d nation. 
Whose names want nothing but — pronunciation. 


XV. 

Still ril record a few, if but to increase 
Our euphony — there was Strongenoff, and Strokonoff, 
Meknop, Serge Lwdw, Arseniew of modern Greece, 

* And TschitsshakofT, and Roguenolf, and Chokenoff, 
And others of twelve consonants a piece ; 

And more might be found out, if I could poke enough 
Into gazettes; but Fame (capricious strumpet!) 

It seems has got an ear as well as trumpet. 
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And cannot tunc those discords of narration, 

Which may be names at Moscow, into rhyme. 

Yet there were several worth commemoration, 

As e'er was vir^^in of a nuptial chime ; 

Soft words too, filled for the peroration 
Of Londonderry, drawling agaihst time, 

Ending in “ i.schslcin,” “ousekin,*^ “ iffskchy,*' “ ouski,” 

♦ 

Of whom we can insert but Rousamouski, 


XVIL 

ScherematolF and Chrematoff, Koklophti, 
Koclobski, Kourakin, and Mouskin Pouskin, 
All proper men of Weapons, as e’er scofTd high 
Against a foe, or ran a sabre through skin : 
Little cared they for Mahomet or Mufti, 

Unless to make their kettle-drums a new skin 
Out of their Rides, if parchment bad grown dear, 
And no more handy substitute been near. 
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Then there were forei(;rK*rs of much renown, 

Of various nations, and all volunteers ; 

Not fi{|;hting for their country or its crown, 
lUit wishing to he one day brigadiers ; 

Also to have the sacking of a town — 

A pleasant thhig to young men at their years. 
’Mongst them were several Englishmen of pith, 
Sixteen call’d Thoinson, and nineteen named Sinilh. 


XIX. 

Jack Thomson and Bill Thomson ; — all the rest 
Had been call’d “ after the great bard; 

I don’t know wJietlier they iiad arms or crest, 

« But such a godfather’s as good a card. 

Tliree of the Smiths were Peters; but tlie best 
Amongst them all, hgird blows to inflict or ward, 
Was hcy since so renown’d “ in country quarters 
At Halifax but now he served tlie Tartars. 
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Tiic rest were Jacks and Gills and Wills and Hills , 
Hut wlicn IVo added that the cider Jack Smith 
Was l>orn in Cunibcrland anion^r the hills, 

And that his father was an lionest blacksinilij, 

Tve said all / know of a name that fills 
Tbrcelines of the dispatch in takib(;“Schinac;ksuiith, 
A village of Moldavia’s waste, wlierein 
He fell, imiiiortal in a bulletin. 


XXI. 

I wonder (although Mars no doubt’s a God I 
Praise) if a man’s name in a bulletin 
May make np for a bullet in his ])ody ? 

1 hope this little question is no sin, 

Hccause, though I am but a simple noddy, 

I think one Shakespeare puts the same thought in 
The mouth of some one in his plays so doating, 
Which many people pass for wits by quoting. 

4. 
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Then there were Frenchmen, gallant, young, and gay 
Rut Pm too great a patriot to record 
Their Gallic names upon a glorious day ; 

Pd rather tell ten lies than say a word 
Of truth ; — such truths are treason ; they betray 
Their country, and, as traitors are abhorr’d, 

Wlio name the French in English, save to show 
Ilow Peace should make John Bull the Frenchman’s foe 


XXIII. 

The Russians, having built two batteries on 
An isle near Ismail, had two ends in view; 
The first was to bombard it, and knock down 
The public buildings, and the private too, 
No matter what poor souls might be undone. 

The city’s shape suggested this, ’tis true ; 
Form’d like an amphitheatre, each dwelling 
Presented a fine mark to throw a shell in. 
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Tiie second object was to profit by 
Tlie moment of the general consternation, 

To attack tlie Turk’s flotilla, which lay nigh, 
Extremely tranquil, anchor’d at its station : 

Rut a third motive v^as as probably 
To frighten them into capitulation ; 

A phantasy which somctime| seizes warriors, 
Unless they are game as bull-dogs and fox-terriers. 


XXV. 

A habit rather blatneable, which is 

That of despising those we combat with, 

Common in many cases, was in this 
The cause of killing TchitchitzkofF and Smith ; 

One of the valourous Smiths” whom we shall miss 
Out of those nineteen who late rhymed to ** pith 
But’ tis a name so spread o’er Sir” and Madam/’ 
That one would think the first who bore it Adam.” 
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riie Russian baltcries were incomplete, 

Hecausc they were coiistracted in a hurry. 

Thus, the same cause which makes a verse want feci, 
And throws a cloud o’er Lon[Tman and John Murray, 
When the sale of new hooks is not so fleet 
As they who pViiit them think is necessary, 

May likewise put o(F for a time what story 
Someiiiucs calls ‘‘ murder,” and at others “ glory.” 


XXVII. 

Whether it was their engineers’ stupidity, 

Their haste, or waste, I neither know nor care, 
Or some contractor's personal cupidity, 

Saving his soul by cheating in the ware 
Of homicide ; but there was no solidity 
In the new batteries erected there ; 

Tiiey either missM, or they were never miss’d, 
And added greatly to the missing list. 
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\ sad luiscalculation about distance 
Made all tlicir naval matters incorrect ; 

Tlirce fire-ships lost their amiable existence 
Before they reach’d a spot to take effect : 

The match was lit too soon, and no assistance 
Could remedy this lubberly defdct ; 

They l)lew up in the middle of the river, 

While, though ’twas dawn, the Turks slept fast as ever. 


XXIX. 

At seven they rose, however, and survey’d 
The Russ flotilla getting under way ; 

'Twas nine, when still advancing undismay’d, 
Within a cable’s length their vessels lay 
Off Ismail, and commenced a cannonade, 

Which was return’d with interest, 1 may say, 
And by a Arc of musquetry and grape, 

And shelb and shot of every size and shape. 
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For six hours bore they without intermission 
The Turkish fire ; and, aided by their own 
liand batteries, work’d their guns with great precision 
At length they found mere cannonade alone 
Ry no means would produce the town’s submission, 
And made a signal to retreat at one. 

One bark blew up ; a second, near the works 
Running aground, was taken by the Turks. 


XXXI. 

The Moslem too had lost both ships and men ; 

But when they saw the enemy retire, 

Their Delhis mann’d some boats, and sail’d again, 
And gall’d the Russians with a heavy fire, 

And tried to make a landing on the main. 

But here the effect fell short of their desire : 
Count Damas drove them back into the water 
Pell mell, and with a whole gazette of slaughter. 
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‘‘ If” (says the historian here) “ I could report 
All that the Russians did upon this day, 

I think that several volumes would fall short, 
“ And I should still have many things to ‘say 
And so he says no more — but pays his court 
To some distinguish'd strangers In that fray, 
The Prince de Ligne, and Langeron, and Damas, 
Names great as any that the roll of Fame has. 


xxxm. 

This being the case, may show us what fame is : 

For out of these three preux chevaliers*^ how 
Many of common readers give a guess 
That such eicisted ? (and they may live now 
For ought we know.) Renown’s all liit or miss ; 

There’s Fortune even in Fame, we must allow. 
’Tis true, the Memoirs of the Prince de Ligne 
Have half withdrawn from him oblivion's screen. 
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liut here are men wlio fougiit in gallant actions 
As gallantly as ever heroes fought, 
lUit buried in the heap of such transactions — 
Their names arcnrarcly found, nor often sought. 
TIius even good Fame may suffer sad contractions, 
And is extinguish’d sooner than she ought : 

Of all our modern battles, I will bet 

You can’t repeat nine names from each gazette. 


XXXY. 

In short, this last attack, though rich in glory, 
Show’d that somewhere, somehow^ there was a fault 
And Admiral Ribas (known in Russian story) 

« Most strongly recommended an assault ; 

In which he was opposed by young and hoary, 

Which made a long debate but I must halt ; 

For if 1 wrote down every warrior’s speech, 

1 doubt few readers e’er would mount the breadi. 
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rhere was a man, if that lie was a man, — 

Not that liis manhood could be call’d in question, 
For, had he not been Hercules, his span 
Had been as short in youth as indigestion 
Made liis last illness, when, all worn and wan, 
lie died beneath a tree, as much* unbless *d on 
The soil of the green province he had wasted, 

As e’er was locust on the land it blasted ; — 


XXXVII. 

This was Potemkin -^a great thing in days 
When hoinicidc and liarlotry made great ; 

If stars and titles could entail long praise, 
liis glory might half equal his estate. 

This fellow, being six foot high, could raise 
A kind of phantasy proportionate 
In tlie then Sovereign of the Russian people, 
Who measured men as you would do a steeple. 
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While things were in abeyance, Ribas sent 
A courier to the Prince, and he succeeded 
In ordering matters after his own bent. 

1 cannot tell the way in which he pleaded, 
But shortly he had cause to be content. 

In the mean time the batteries proceeded, 
And fourscore cannon on the Danube’s border 
Were briskly fired and answer’d in due order. 


XXXIX. 

But on the thirteenth, when already part 
Of the troops were embark’d, the siege to raise, 
A courier on the spur inspired new heart 
Into all panters for newspaper praise. 

As well as dilettanti in war’s art, 

By his dispatches couch’d in pithy praise, 
Announcing the appointment of that lover of 
Battles to the command, Field-*Marshal Souvaroff. 
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The letter of the Prince to the same Marshal 
Was vrorthy of a Spartan, had the cause 
Heen one to which a good heart could be partial- 
Defence of freedom, country, or of laws ; 
hut as it was mere lust of power to o’er-arch all 
With its proud brow, it merits slight applause, 
Save for its style, which said,^all in a trice, 

You will lake Ismail, at whatever price.” 


XLI. 

Let there be light! said God, and there was light!” 
** Let there be blood!” says man, and there’s a sea 
The fiat of this spoil’d Child of the Night 
(For Day ne'er saw his merits) could decree 
More evil in an hour, than thirty bright 
Summers could renovate, though they should be 
Lovely as those which ripen’d Eden’s fruit— 

For war cats up not only branch, but root. 
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Oar friends the Tiirks^ who with loud “ Allas” now 
Began to signalize the lluss retreat, 

Were damnably mistaken ; few are slow 
In thinking that their enemy is beat 
(Or heatcuy \ijoii insist on grammar, though 
I never think about it in a beat) ; 

But here 1 say the Turks were much mistaken. 

Who, Liating hogs, yet wish’d to save their bacon. 


XLIII. 

For, on the sixteenth, at full gallop, drew 
In sight two horsemen, who Tvere deem’d Cossacques 
For some time, till they came in nearer view. 

They had but little baggage at their backs. 

For there were but three shirts between the two ; 

But on they rode upon two Ukraine hacks, 

Till, in approaching, were at length descried 
In this plain pair, Suwarrow and his guide. 
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“ Great joy to London now!” says some great fool, 
When London had a grand illuininatioii, ^ 
Which to that holtlc-conjurcr, Jolin Hull, 

Is of all dreams the first liallucination ; 

So that the streets of colour’d lamps arc full, 

That sage (svz/V/ John) surrenders at discretion 
His purse, his soul, his sense, And even his nonsense, 
To gratify, like a huge moth, this one sense. 


XLV. 

’Tis strange that he sliould further “ damn his eyes,” 
For they are damn’d : that once all famous oath 
Is to the Devil now no further prize^ 

Since John has lately lost the use of both. 

Debt he calls wealth, and taxes, Paradise ; 

And Famine, with her gaunt and bony growth, 
Which stare liim in the face, he won’t examine, 

Or swears that Ceres hath begotten Famine. 
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l)Ut to the tale. Great joy unto the camp ! 

To Russian, Tartar, English, French, Cossacque, 
0*er whom Suwarrow shone like a gas-lamp. 
Presaging a most luminous attack ; 

Or, like a wisp along the marsh so damp, 

Which leads beholders on a boggy walk, 

He flitted to and fro, a dancing light, 

Which all who saw it follow’d, wrong or right. 


XLVII. 

But certes matters took a different face : 

There was enthusiasm and much applause, 
The fleet and camp saluted with great grace, 

And all presaged good fortune to their cause. 
Within a cannon-shot lengtli of the place 
They drew, constructed ladders, repair’d flaws 
In former works, made new, prepared fascines, 
And all kinds of benevolent machines. 
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Tis thus the spirit of a single mind 

Makes that of multitudes take one direction, 

4s roll the waters to the breathing wind, 

Or roams tlie herd beneath the bull’s protection ; 
Or as a little dog will lead the bliud» 

Or a bell-wetlier form the (lock’s connexion 
fly tinkling sounds, when the^f go forth to victual: 
Such is the sway of your great men o'er little. 


XLIX. 

The whole camp rung with joy ; you would have thought 
That they were going to a marriage-feast 
( This metaphor, I think, holds good as aught, 

Since there is discord after both at least). 

There was not now.a luggage-boy but sought 
Danger and spoil with ardour much increased; 

And why ? because a little, odd, old man, 

Stripp’d to his shirt, was come to lead the van. 
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Rut so it was ; anil every preparation 
Was made witli all alacrity : the first 
Detachment of three columns took its station, 
And waited but the signal's voice to burst 
Upon the foe : the second's ordination 
Was also in three columns, with a thirst 
For Cilory gaping o’et a sea of slaughter : 

The third, in columns two, attack'd by water. 


LL 

New batteries were erected; and was held 
A general council, in which Unanimity, 
That stranger to most councils, here prevail'd, 
As sometimes happens in a great extremity ; 
And, every difficulty being dispelVd, 

Glory began to dawn with due sublimity, 
While SouvaroiF, determined to obtain it, 

Was teaching his recruits to use the bayonet.^ 
* Fact: SouTAroffdid tbif in person. 
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It is an actual fact, that he, Commaiider- 
In-'^’ihief, in projiev person ilcigriM to drill 
The aAvkward squad, and could afford to squander 
Ilis time, a corporar.s duty to fulfil ; 

Just as youM break a sucking salamander 
To swallow flame, and never take it ill : 

He sliow’d them how to mouyt a ladder (which 
Was not like Jacob’s) or to cross a ditch. 


LTII. 

Also he dress’d up, for the nonce, fascines 
Like men, with turbans, scimitars, and dirks, 

And made them charge with bayonet these macliincs, 
By way of lesson against actual Turks ; 

And, when well practised in these mimic scenes, 

He judged them proper to assail the works ; 

At which your wise men sneer’d, in phrases witty : — 
He made no answer ; but he took the city. 
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MoNt Lliia{;s were in this posture on the eve 
Of liie assault, and all the camp was in 
A stern repose ; which you would scarce conceive ; 

Yet men, resolved to dash throu^^ii thick and thin 
\re very silent when they once believe 
That all is settled : — there was little din, 

!\»r some were think hig of their home and friends, 
And others of themselves and latter ends. 


LV. 

.'iiiwarrow chiefly was on the alert, 

Surveying, drilling, ordering, jesting, pondering ; 
Tor the man was, wc safely may assert, 

A thing to wonder at beyond most wondering ; 
Hero, buffoon, half-demon, and half-dirt, 

Praying, instructing, desolating, plundering ; 

^ow Mars, now Momus ; and, when bent to storm 
A fortress. Harlequin in uniform 
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I Id* (la\ luiforo the assault, while upon drill — 

I'or tins great (Conqueror play’d the corpoil'al — 
Some (iossaajues, hovering like hawks round a hill, 
Had inel a parl\ towards the twilight’s fall, 

One ol' whom spoke tlieir tongue, or well or ill — 

*Tw »s much that he w'as understood at all ; 
hill whether iVoiii his voice, pr speech, or manner, 
They found that he hail fought heneath ihcir banner. 


LVTI. 

Whereon^ iininediately, at his request, 

They brought him and his comrades to heafl-quarlers: 
Their dress was Moslem, but you might have guess’d 
Tliat these were merely inas([ucrading Tartars, 

And that beneath each Turkish-fasiiion’d vest 
Lurk’d Christianity ; who soiiictiines barters 
Her inward grace for outward show, and makes 
It difficult to shun some strange mistakes. 
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Su'varrow, who was slaiiding in his shirt 
J»ol‘oro a company of Calmucks, drilling;, 
Kxclaiinln(>, fooling, swoaiing at the inert, 

And lecliiring on tin; noble art of killing, — 
For, dccMiiing hunun clay hut common dirt, 
Tliis great philosopher was thus instilling 
Ilis maxims, which, t^p martial comprehension. 
Proved death in battle equal to a pension 


LIX. 

Suwarrow, when he saw this company 
Of Cossacques and their prey, turn’d round and cast 
Upon tliein his slow brow and piercing eye ; — 

“ Whence come ye?” — “ From Constantinople last, 
“ Captives just now escaped/’ was the reply. 

“ What are ye ?” — “ WThat you see us.” briefly past 
This dialogue ; for he who answer’d knew 
To whom he spoke, and made his words but few. 
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Your names?** — “ Mine’s Johnson, and iiiy coinr.'nk’< 
Juan ; 

The Ollier two are women, and the third 
“ Is neither man nor woman.” The Lhicf threw on 
The party a slifjhl glance, llien .^hl : “ I have heanl 
You: name before, the second is a n(*w one ; 

“ To bring the oilier llircc»lierc was absurd ; 

‘‘ Rut let lliat pass ; — T think 1 have heard your name 
“ In the Nikolaicw regiment?” — “ The same.” — 


LXI. 

“ You served at Widin?” — “ Yes.” — “ You led the at- 
tack ?*’ 

I did.” — “ What next?” — “ I really hardly knojv.” 
“ You were the first i’ the breach?” — “ I was not .slack, 
“ At least, to follow those who might be so.” — 

“ What follow’d?”— “ A shot laid me on my back, 

“ And I became a prisoner to the foe.” — 

“You shall have vengeance, for the town surrounded 
** Is twice as strong as that where you were wounded. 
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Wlierc will you serve ?” — Where’er you please.” — 
“ I know 

“ You like to be the hope of the forlorn, 

Vnd doubtless would be foremost on the foe 
“ After the Itardships you’ve already borne. 

** And this youn{', fellow ; say what can he do? — 
lie with the beardless chin and {;arments torn.'*— 
“ Why, General, if he hath no greater fault 
In war than love, he had better lead the assault.^'— 


LXIII. 

lie shall, if that he dare.” Here Juan bow’d 
Low as the coinpliiiieut deserved. Suwarrow 
(iontinued: “ Your old regiment’s allow'd, 

‘‘ by special providence, to lead to-morrow, 

“ Or it may be to-night, the assault : I have vow'd 
To several saints, that shortly plough or harrow 
Shall pass o'er what was Ismail, and its tusk 
Re unimpeded by the proudest Mosque. 
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So now, iiiy lads, (or (llory I” — Here lie turuM, 

And drillM away in the most classic Rus.si;jin, 

Until eacli hi{;h, heroic bosom Imrn’d 
For cash and coiu[uest, as it' from a cushion 
A preacher Jiad held forth (who nobly spurn'd 

All t arthly {>oods save tithes) and Uulc iheiii push on 
To slay the Fa^jaiis who resisted, battering 
i'he armies of the Christian impress Catherine. 


LXV. 

Johnson, who knew by this long colloquy 
* Himself a favourite, ventured to address 
Suwarrow, though engaged with accents liigh 
In his resumed amusement. 1 confess 
“ My debt in being thus allow’d to die 

Amoug the foremost ; but if you’d express 
** Explicitly our several posts, niy friend 
** And self would know what duty to attend.”- 
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“ Right ! 1 was busy, and forgot. Why, you 

“ Will join your former regiment, which should bo 
“ Now under arms. TIo ! Katskoff, take him to — 

“ (Here he called up a Polisii orderly) — 

“ His post, I mean the regiment Nikolaicw. 

“ The stranger stripling may remain with me ; 

“ He’s a fine boy. TJhe women may be sent 
** To the other baggage, or to the sick tent.” 


LXVII. 

Rut liere a sort of scene began to ensue ; 

The ladies, — who by no means had been bred 
To be disposed of in a way so new. 

Although their harain education led 
Doubtless to that of doctrines the most true, 

Passive obedience, — now raised up the head. 
With flashing eyes and starting tears, and flung 
Their arms, as hens their wings about their young,^ 
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OVr the promoted couple of brave men 
Wlio were tlius honour'd l)y the greatest Chief 
TJiat ever peopled Hell with heroes slain, 

Or ]>lunged a province or a realm in grief. 

Oh, foolish mortals! always tauglij. in vain! 

Oh, (;lorious laurel! since for one sole leaf 
Of thine imaginary deathless tree, 

Of blood and tears must flow the unebbing sea ! 


LXIX. 

Suwarrow, who had small regard fcT tears, 

And not much sympathy for blood, survey'd 
Tlic women with their hair about their ears, 

And natural agonies, with a slight shade 
Of feeling; for, however Iiabit scars 
Men's hearts against whole millions, when their trade 
Is butchery, sometimes a single sorrow 
Will touch even Heroes— and such was Suwarrow. 
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lie said — and in the kindest Calinuck tone — 

“ Why, Johnson, what the devil do you mean 
“ By l)i'inging women here? They shall be shown 
All the attention possible, and seen 
“In safely to the waggons, where alone 

“111 fact they can be safe. You should have been 
“ Aware this kind of baggage never thrives : 

“ Save wed a year, I hale recruits with wives.** 


LXXl. 

“ May it please your Excellency,” thus replied 
Our British friend, “ these arc tlie wives of others, 
“ And not our own. I am too qualified 
“ By service with my military brothers, 

“ To break the rules by bringing one’s own bride 
“ hi to a canij) ; I know' that nought so bothers 
“ The hearts of the heroic on a charge, 

“ As leaving a small family at large. 
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“ But these are hut two Turkish ladies, who 
“ Willi their altcndanl aided our escape, 

And afterwards accompanied us through 
A thousand perils in this dubious shape. 

To me this kind of life is not sp new ; 

“ To them, poor things! it is an awkward step ; 
“ 1 llierefore, if you wish me to figlit freely, 
Bequest tliat they may both l)e used genteelly.” 


LXXIII. 

Meantime, these two poor girls, with swimming e^es, 
Look’d on as if in doubt if they could trust 
Their own protectors ; — nor was their surprise 
Less than tlieir grief (and trul\ not less just; 

To see an old man, rather wild than wisi; 

In asjiect, plainly clad, besiiiearM with dust. 
Stripp’d to his waistcoat, and that not too clean, 

More fear’d than all the Sultans ever seen. 
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hot every thin{!; seem’d restinj^ on his nod, 

As they could read in all eyes. Now, to them, 
Wlio were accustom’d, as a sort of (jod, 

To see the Sultan, rich in many a gem, 
liikc an imperial j)eacock stalk abroad 
(That royal bird, wliosc tail’s a diadem). 

With all tlie pomp of power, it was a doubt 
How power could condescend to do without. 


LXXV. 

.fohn Johnson, seeing their extreme dismay, 
Though little versed in feelings oriental. 
Suggested some slight comfort in his way. 

Don Juan, who was much more sentimental, 
Swore they should see him by the dawn of day, 
Or that ihe Russian army should repent all : 
And, strange to say, they found some consolation 
In this — for females like exaggeration. 
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And lliofi, with tears, and sighs, and some slight kisses, 
They parted for the present — these to await, 
According to tlie arlillery’s hits or misses. 

What sagos call (Ihancc, Providence, or Fate — 
(Uncertainly is one of many l)lisses« 

A mortgage on Humanity’s estate) — 

Wliilc their beloved friends began to arm, 

To burn a town which never did them harm. 


LXXVII. 

Suwarrow', who but saw things in the gross — 
Being much too gross to see them in detail ; 
Who calculated life as so much dross, 

And as the wind a widow’d nation’s wail, 
And eared as little for his army’s loss 
(So that their efforts should at length prevail) 
s wife and friends did for the boils of Job ; — 
Wliat was’t to him to hear two women sob ? 
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Nothing. — The work of Glory still went on 
In preparations for a cannonade 
As terrible as that of llion, 

If Iloiner had found mortars ready made ; 

Hut now, insler^d of slaying Priam’s son, 

We only can but talk of escalade, 
l^oinbs, drums, guns, bastions, batteries, bayonets, 
bullets, 

Hard words which stick in the soft Muses’ gullets. 


LXXIX. 

Uh, thou eternal Homer ! who couldst charm 
All ears, though long, — all ages, though so short, 
by merely wielding with poetic arm 

Arms to which men will never more resort, 
Unless gunpowder should be found to harm 
Much less than is the hope of every Court, 
Which now is leagued young Freedom to annoy 
But they will not find Liberty a Troy : 
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Oh, thou eternal Homer! 1 have now 

To paint a siege, wherein more men were slain, 
VVilh deadlier engines and a speedier blow, 

Tlian in thy Cireck gazette of that campaign; 
\iul jet, like all men else, I must pillow, 

I’o vie witli thee would l>e about as vain 
As for a brook to cope with Ocean’s flood ; 

I ‘lit still we moderns equal you in blood — 


LXXXl. 

It not ill poetry, at least in fact ; 

And fact is tiuth, the grand desi Icratuiii ! 

Of which, liowc’er the Muse descriloes each act, 
'I'hcre should be nc’crthclcss a slight substratum, 
but now the town is going to be attack’d ; 

(ireat deeds arc doing — how shall I relate ’em ^ 
Souls of iiuinortal gcuerak ! Phoebus watches 
To colour up his rays from your dispatches. 
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Oil, ye great bulletins of Bonaparte ! 

Oil, ye less grand long lists of kill'd and wounded ! 
Shade of Leonidas, who fought so hearty, 

When my poor Greece was once, as now, surrounded 
Oh, Caesar’s Commentaries ! now impart ye, 

Shadows of glory ! (lest I be confounded) 

A portion of your fadyig twilight hues, 

So beautiful, so fleeting, to the Muse. 


LXXXIII. 

When 1 call “ fading” martial immortality, 

I mean, that every age and every year. 

And almost every day, in sad reality. 

Some sucking hero is compeird to rear, 
Who, when we come to sum up the totality 
Of deeds to human happiness most dear, 
Turns out to be a butcher in great business, 
Afllicting young folks with a sort of dizziness. 
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Medals, ranks, ribbons, lace, embroidery, scarlet, 
Arc tliin(][s iinmorlal to immortal man, 

As purple to tbo llib) Ionian liarlot: 

An uiiirorm to boys is like a fan 
To women; lliore is scarce a crimson varict 
I5ut deems liimseli the first in fi lory's van. 
but Glory's Glory ; and if you would find 
What that is — ask. the pi (5 who secs the wind ! 


LXXXV. 

At least hejccls />, and some say he sees^ 
Because he runs before it like a pig; 

Or, if that simple sentence should displease, 
Say that he scuds before it like a brig, 

A schooner, or — but it is time to case 
This Canto, ere my Muse perceives fatigue, 
^e next shall ring a peal to shake all people, 
^Ake a bolj-major from a village steeple. 
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Hark ! through the silence of the cold, dull night, 

The hum of armies gathering rank on rank I 
f.o ! dusky masses steal in dubious sight 
Along the Icaguer’d wall and bristling bank 
Of the arm’d river, while with straggling light 
The stars peep through the vapours dim and dank, 
Which curl in curioais wreaths — IIow soon the smoke 
Of Hell shall pall them in a deeper cloak I 


LXXXVII. 

Here pause we for the present — as even then 
That awful pause, dividing life from death, 

Struck for an instant on the hearts of men, 

Thousands of whom were drawing their last breath 
A moment — and all will be life again I 
The march ! the charge I the shouts of either 
Hurra ! and Allah ! and^one moment more — 

The death-cry drowning in the battle’s roar. 
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Oil blood and thunder! and oh blood and wounds! 

These are but vulgar oaths, as you may deem, 
I'oo gentle reader ! and most shocking sounds : 

\nd so they are ; yet thus is Glory's dream 
( nriddlcd, and as my true Muse exjjounds 

At present such things, since they arc her theme, 
o be they her inspirers ! Call them Mars, 

"Bellona, what you will — they mean but wars. 
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All was prepared — the fire, the sword, the men 
To wield them in their lerrihlc array. 

The army, like a lion from his den, 

March’d forth with nerve and sinews bent to slay — 
A liuman Hydra, issuing; from its fen 

To breathe destruction on its winding way, 

Whose heads were li«roes which, cut off in vain, 
Immediately in others grew again. 


III. 

History can only take things in the gross ; 

But could we know them in detail, perchance 
In balancing the profit and tlie loss, 

War’s merit it by no means might enhance. 

To waste so much gold for a little dross, 

As hath been done, mere conquest to advance. 
The drying up a single tear has more 
Of honest fame, than shedding seas of gore. 
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And why ^ because it l>nnp,$ solf>a]>proh.ition ; 

Whereas the other, after all its Jjhire, 

Shouts, liiidj'es, arches, pensions from a nation — 
Which (it may he) has not niucii left to spare — 
A hi{*lier title, or a loftier station, 

Thou(;h they may make corrujition fjnpc or stare, 
Yet, in tlieeiid, except in freecipnr.s battles, 

Are nothing hut a child of murder's rattles. 


V. 

And such they arc — and such they will be found. 

Nbt so Leonidas and Washington, 

Whose every battle-field is holy ground, 

Which breathes of nations saved, not worlds undone. 
How sweetly on the car such echoes sound 1 
^While the mere victor's may appal or stun 
^e servile and the vain, such names will be 
Vatch-word till the future shall be free. 
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The night was dark, and the thick mist allow’d 
bought to be setni save the artillery's flame, 
Which arch’d the horizon like a fiery cloud, 

And in the Danube’s Avaters shone the same, 

A mirror’d IleU • ^he volleying roar, and loud 
Long booming of each peal on peal, o’ercame 
The car far more tl»an thunder ; for Heaven’s flashof 
Spare, or smite rarely — Man’s make millions ashes! 


Ml 

The column order’d on the assault, scarce pass’d 
Beyond the Russian batteries a few toises, 

When up the bristling Moslem rose at last. 
Answering the Christian thunders with like voices , 
Then one vast (ire, air, earth, and stream embraced, 
Which rock’d as ’twere beneath the mighty na 
While the whole rampart blazed like Etna, whet 
The restless Titan hiccups in his deii. ' 
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VIII. 

Ami one liuorinous shout of “ Allali !'* rose 
In the same luomont, loud as even the roar 
Of War’s most mortal eii{;ines, to their foes 
Ilurlin{‘ defiance: city, stream, and shore 
HcNOunded Allah and the clouds wliicii close 
With thiek*niii(] canopy the conflict o'er, 
Vibrate to the Eternal Name. •Hark! through 
All sounds it picTCCth, Allali 1 Allah! Hu !” * 


IX. 

Tlie columns were in movement, one and ail ; 

I’ut, of the portion which attack'd by water, 

Thicker tlian leaves the lives began to fall, 

Though led by Arseniew, that great son of slaughtei^ 


Allah 1 Hu !” is properly llie wai-cry of llte Muisulmaiii, 
\ tliry flwell long on the last syllable, which gives it a vei y 
^1fl and peculiar effect. 
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A.S brave as ever faced both bomb and ball. 

“ Carnaj^e” (so Wordsworth tells you) is God\s 
daufjhlcr : * 

If he speak trutli* she is Cihrisl’s sister, and 
Just now behaved as in the Holy Land. 


X. 

The Prince de Ligne 'was wounded in the knee ; 

Count Chapeau-Pras too had a ball between 
His cap and head, which proves the head to be 
Aristocratic as was ever seen, 

Because it then received no injury 
More than the cap ; in fact the ball could mean 
No harm unto a right legitimate head : 

“ Ashes to ashes*' — why not, lead to lead? 

* “ But thy * most dreaded instnimcnt 
“ 111 >vnrkiiig out a pure intent. 

Is man arrayed for mutual slaughter ; 

“Yea, Carnaf^e is thy tlaughterV' 

Words woktb's Thanksgiving Ode. s 

' To wit, the Deity’s. This is perhaps as nreity a pedign 
for Murder, as ever was found out by Garlcr-King>at-Arms.^^ 
What would have been said bad any free-spoken people di^ 
covered such a lineage ? 
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XI. 

Also tlic General Markow, llrigadicr^ 

Insisting on removal of the Prince 
Amidst some groaning thousands dying near, — 

All common fellows, who might writhe and wince 
And shriek for water into a deaf ear, — 

The (icneral Markow, who could thus evince 
His sympathy for rank, by the^same token. 

To teach him greater, had his own leg broken. 


XII. 

Three hundred cannon threw up their emetic, 

And thirty thousand muskets flung their pills 

Like hail, to make a bloody diuretic. 

Mortality ! thou hast thy monthly bills ; 

Thy plagues, thy famines, thy physicians, yet tick, 
^,Like the death-watch, within our ears the ills 
l^t, present, and to come ; — but all may yield 
'o the true |)ortrait of one battle-field. 
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There the still varying pangs, which multiply 
Until their very number makes men hard 
Hy the infinities of agony, 

Which meet the gaze, whate’er it may regard- 
The groan, the roll in dust, the ail-white eye 
Turn’d back witliin its socket, — these reward 
Your rank and file by thousands, while the rest 
May win perhaps a ribbon at the breast! 


XIV. 

Vcl I love Glory Glory's a great thing ; — 

Think wliat it is to be in your old age 
Maintain’d at the expense of your good king : 

A moderate pension shakes full many a sage, 

And heroes are but made for bards to sing, 

Which is still better ; thus in verse to wage 
Your wars eternally, besides enjoying 
Half-pay for life, make mankind worth destroying. 
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XV. 

The troops already disembark’d push’d on 
To take a battery on the right ; the others, 

Who landed lower down, their landing done, 

Had set to work as briskly as their brothers : 

Being grenadiers, they mounted, one by one, — 
Cheerful as children climb the breasts of mothers,- 
O’er the entrenchment and the pMisade, 

Quite orderly, as if upon parade. 


XVI. 

And this was admirable ; for so hot 
The fire was, that were red Vesuvius loaded. 
Besides its lava, with all sorts of shot 
|| And shells or hells, it could not more have goaded, 
'^.ofiicers a third fell on the spo^, 

#thing which victory by no means boded 
^^entlemen engaged in the assault : 

^-junds, when the huntsman tumbles, are at fault. 
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XVII. 

fUlt here I leave tlic general concern, 

To track our hero on his path of fame : 

He must his laurels separately earn; 

For fifty thousand heroes, name by name, 
Though all deserving equally to turn 
A couplet, or an elegy to claim, 

f 

Would form a lengthy lexicon of glory, 

\nd, what is worse still, a mucli longer story : 

XVIII. 

And therefore we must give the greater number 
To the (iazette — which doubtless fairly dealt 
!)V tlie deceased, who lie in famous slumber 
In ditches, fields, or wheresoe'er they felt 
Their clay for the last time their souls encupiber 
Thrice happy he whose name has been well spelt 
In the dispatch: I knew a man whose loss 
Was printed Grove, although his name was Grose|' 

• A fact ; see the Waterloo Gazettes. 1 recollect rem^ 
ai llie lime to a fricini : — “ There is J'amrl a man is ■ 
his name is Grose, and they print it Grove.'' 1 was at dt 
with the deceased, whu was a very amiable and clever W 
and his society in great rc«pieat f'r liis wit, gaiety, 

“ chansons h hi.'iie.” 
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Juaii and Johnson join’d a certain corps, 

And fought away with might and main, not knowing 
The way which they had never trod before, 

And still less guessing where tliey might be going; 
Hut on they march’d, dead bodies trampling o’er, 
Firing, and thrusting, sla.sliing, sweating, glowing, 
Hut fighting thoughtlessly enough to win, 

To their two selves, one whole bright bulletin. 


XX. 

TJius on they wallow’d in the bloody mire 

Of dead and dying thousands, — sometimes gaining 
A yard or \wo of ground, which brought them nigher 
To some odd angle for which all w«‘re straining ; * 
At other times, repulsed by the close fire, 
k Which really pour’d as if all Hell were raining, 
Pstead of Heaven, they stumbled backwards o’er 
X wounded comrade, sprawling in his gore.. 
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'lliougli ’twas Don Juan*s first of fields, and though 
Tiie nightly muster and the silent inarch 
In the chill dark, when courage does not glow 
So much as under a triumphal arch, 

Perhaps might make him shiver, yawn, or throw 
A glance on the dull clouds (as thick as starch, 
Which stiffen’d Heaven) as if he wish’d for day; — 
Yet for all this he did not run away. 


XXII. 

Indeed he could not. But what if he had ? 

There hasfe been and are heroes who begun 
With something not much better, or as bad : 

Frederick tlie Gieat from Molwitz deign’d to run, 
For the first and last time ; for, like a pad, 

Or hawk, or bride, most mortals, after one 
Warm bout, are broken into their new tricks, 

And fight like fiends for pay or politics. 
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XXIII. 

{Te was what Eriu calls, in her sublime 
Old Erse or Irish, or it may be Punic } — 

(The Antujuariaiis who can scittlc Time, 

Wliich settles all things, Koinaii, Greek, or Runic, 
Swear that Pat’s language sprung from the same clime 
With Hannibal, and wears the Tyrian tunic 
Of Didoes alphabet ; and this is rational 
As any other notion, and not national 


XXIV, 

Rut Juan was quite a broth of a boy,” 

A thing of iinpube and a child of song ; 

Now swimming in the sentiment of joy, 

Or the sensation (if that phrase seem wrong;. 
And afterwards, if he must needs destroy, 

In sucli good company as always throng 
^0 battles, sieges, and that kind of pleasure, 
less delighted to employ his leisure ; 

^ Se« Major VaUency and Sir Lawrence Parsona. 
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XXV. 

Rut always witliout malice. If lie warr’d 
Or loved, it was with what we call “ the best 
Intentions/’ wliich form all mankind’s trump-card. 
To be produced when brought up to the test. 
The statesman^ hero, harlot, lawyer-ward 
Off each attack, when people are in quest 
Of their designs, by raying they meant well; 

’Tis pity that such meanings should pave Hell.”’*' 


XXVI. 

1 almost lately have begun to doubt 

Whether Hell’s pavement — if it be Jti paved^ 
Must not have latterly been quite worn out, 

Not by the numbers Good Intent hath saved, 
But by the mass who go below without 

Those ancient good intentions, which once shav< 
And smoothed the brimstone of that street of He 
Which bears tlie greatest likeness to Pall Mall. 

Tho Portuguese proTcrb says that “ Hell is paved with 
good intentions.*’ 
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XXVII. 

Juan, by sonic strange chance, which oft divides 
Warrior from warrior in their grim career, 
Like clnstcst wives from constant husbands* sides 
Just at tlic close of the first bridal year, 

Py one of tliose odd turns of Fortune's tides, 

Was on a sudden rather puzzled here, 

When, after a good deal of f^eavy firing, 

He found himself alone, and friends retiring. 


XXVIII. 

I don't know how the thing occurr'd — it might 
Be that the greater part were kill’d or wounded, 
And that the rest had faced unto the right 

About ; a circumstance which has confounded 
Caesar himself, who, in the very sight 
- Of his whole army, which so much abounded 
courage, was obliged to snatch a shield 
And rally back his Romans to the field. 
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Juan, who had no shield to snatch, and was 
No Caesar, but a fine young lad, who fought 
He knew not why, arriving at this pass, 

Stopp'd for a minute, as perhaps lie ought 
For a mucli longer time ; then, like an ass — 

(Start not, kind reader; since great Homer thought 
This simile enough (or Ajax, Juan 
Perhaps may find it better than a new one)— 


^ XXX. 

Then, like an ass, he went upon his way. 

And, what was stranger, never look'd behind'; 
But seeing, flashing forward, like the day 
Over the hills, a fire enough to blind 
Those who dislike to look upon a fray, 

He stumbled on, to try if he could find 
A path to add his own slight arm and forces 
To corps, the greater part of which were corses. 



CANTO VIII. 


DON JUAN. 


i3i 


XXXI. 

Perceiving tiieu no more tlie coinmandaut 

Of his own cor|)S, nor even the corps, which had 
Quite disappear’d — the Gods know how ! (I can't 
Account for every thing which may look bad 
In history ; but we at least may grant 
It was not marvellous that a mere lad, 

In search of glory, should l^ok on before, 

Nor care a pinch of snuff about his corps :)— 


XXXll. 

Perceiving nor commander nor commanded, 

' And left at large, like a young heir, to make 
II is way to — where he knew not — single handed , 

As travellers follow over bog and brake 
An ignis fatuus,” or as sailors stranded 
Unto the nearest hut themselves betake. 

So Juan, following honour and his nose, 

Rush’d where the thickest (ire announced' most foes. 
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He knew not where he was, nor greatly cared, 
For he was dizzy, busy, and his veins 
Fill’d as with lightning — for his spirit sha»*pd 
The hour, as is the case with lively brains 
And, wh(*re the hottest (ire was seen and hear 
And tlie loud cannon peal’d his hoarsest st 
He rush’d, while earth and air were sadly sha^ 
by thy humane discovery, Friar Bacon ! ♦ 


XXXIV. 

And, as he rush'd along, it came to pass he 
Fell in with what was late the second column, * 
Under the orders of the General Lascy, 

But now reduced, as is a bulky volume. 

Into an elegant extract (much less massy) 

Of heroism, and took his place with solemn 
Air ’midst the rest, who kept their valiant faces 
And levell’d weapons still against the glacis. 

* Gunpowder is said to hare been discovered by this Friar. 
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lull il this crisis up came Johnson loo, 

A'ho IkiJ “ retreated,” as the phrase is wlieii 
Men an away much ratlicr than go through 
Destruction's jaws into the Devil's den; 

Put Johnson was a clevei fellow, who 

Knew when and how “ to cut and come again,” 
And never ran away, except^when running 
Was nothing but a valourous kind of cunning. 


XXXVI. 

And so, when all his corps were dead or dying, 

* Except Don Juan, — a mere novice, whose 
More virgin valour never dream'd of flying. 

From ignorance of danger, which indues 
Its votaries, like Innocence relying 

On its own strength, with careless nerves and thews, — 
Johnson retired a little, just to rally 
Those who catch cold in ** shadows of death's valley.” 
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.\nd there, a little shelter'd from the shot, 

Which rain'd from bastion, battery, parapet, 
Rampart, wall, casement, house — for there was not 
In this extensive city, sore beset 
Ry Christian soldiery, a single spot 
Which did not combat like the devil, as yet,— 
lie found a number ol^chasscurs, all scatter'd 
By the resistance of the chase they batter’d. 


XXXVIII. 

And tliese he call’d on ; and, what’s strange, they came 
Unto his call, unlike “ the Spirits from 
The vasty deep,” to whom you may exclaim, 

Says Hotspur, long ere they will leave their home. 
Their reasons were uncertainty, or shame 
At shrinking from a bullet or a bomb, 

And that odd impulse, which, in wars or creeds, 

Makes men, like cattle, follow him who leads. 
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XXXIX. 

Hy Jove! ho was a noble fellow, Johnson, 

And tliough his name, than Ajax or Achilles, 
Sounds less harmonious, underneath the sun soon 
VVe shall not see his likeness: he could kill his 
Mail quite as quietly as blows the Monsoon 
Her steady breath (which some months the same 
iJi) i , 

Seldom he varied feature, hue, or muscle, 

And could be very busy without bustle. 


XL. 

And therefore, when he ran away, be did so 
Upon reflection, knowing that behind 
He would find others who would fain be rid so 
Of idle apprehensions, which, like wind, 
Trouble' heroic stomachs. Though their lids so 
r Oft are soon closed, all heroes are not blind, 
f But when they light upon immediate death, 

’ Retire a little, merely to take breath. 
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XLI, 

But Johnson only ran off, to return 
With many other warriors, as we said, 
Unto that rather soineAvhat misty bourn, 
Whicli Hamlet tells us is a pass of dread. 
To Jack howe’er this gave but slight concern . 

His soul (like galvanism upon the dead) 
Acted upon the living, as on wire, 

And led them back into the heaviest fire. 


XLIl. 

Egad ! they found the second time what they 
The first time thought quite terrible enough 
To Qy from, malgre all which people say 
Of glory, aud all that immortal stuff 
Which fills a regiment (besides their pay, 

That daily shilling which makes warriors tougl] 
They found on their return the self-same welcom^ 
Which made some think, aud others know, a Hell col 
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XLIII. 

Hiey fell as thick as harvests beneath hail, 

Orass before scythes, or corn below tlie sickle, 
Proviii{; that trite old truth, that life’s ns frail 
As any other boon for which men stickle. 

The Turkish batteries thrash’d tliciii like a flail, 
Or a good boxer, into a sad pickle 
Putting the very bravest, wlwa w'erc knock’d 
Upon the head before their guns were cock’d. 


XLIV. 

The Turks behind the traverses and flanks 
Of the next bastion, fired away like devib, 

And swept, as gales sweep foam away, whole ranks : 

However, Heaven knows how, the Fate who levels 
Towns, nations, worlds, in her revolving pranks, 

;; So order’d it, amidst these sulphury revels, 

-^That Johnson and some few who had not scamper’d, 
Reach’d the interior talus of the rampart. 
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XLV. 

First one or two, then five, six, and a dozen 
Caine mounting quickly up, for it was now 
All neck or nothing, as, like pitch or rosin. 

Flame was shower’d forth above as well’s below. 
So that you scarce could say who best had chosen,— 
The gentlemen that were the first to show 
Their martial faces on< the parapet. 

Or those who thought it brave to wait as yet. 


XLVI. 

Hut those who scaled found out that their advance 
Was favour’d by au accident or blunder : 

The Greek or Turkish Cohorn’s ignorance 
Had palisadoed in a way you’d wonder 
To see in forts of Netherlands or France — 

(Though these to our Gibraltar must knock und^ 
Kight in the middle of the parapet 
Just named, these palisades were primly set : 
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XLVII. 

So that on either side some nine or ten 
Paces were left, whereon you could contrive 
To march ; a great convenience to our men, 

At least to all those who were left alive, 

Who thus could form a line and fight again ; 

And that which further aided them to strive 
Was, that tliey could kick ^own the palisades, 
Which scarcely rose much higher titan grass blades.’^ 


XLVIII. 

Among the first, — 1 will not say the firsts 
For such precedence upon such occasions 
Will oftentimes make deadly quarrels burst 
Out between friends as well as allied nations ; * 
The Briton most be bold who really durst 
Put to such trial John BulTs partial patience, 

As say that Wellington at Waterloo 
Was beaten, — though the Prussians say so too - 
* They were but two feet high abore ibe level. 



DON JDAN. 


CANTO VIII. 


i4o 


XLIX. 

And that if Blucher, Bulow, Gneisenau, 

And God knows who besides in an” and ou/ 
Had not conic up in time to cast an awe 
Into the hearts of tliosc who fought till now 
As tigers combat with an empty craw. 

The Duke of Wellington had ceased to show 
His orders, also to receive his pensions, 

Which are the heaviest that our history mentions. 


L. 

But never mind ; — God save the king!” and kings 
For if he don’t, I doubt if men will longer. — 

1 think 1 liear a little bird, who sings 
The people by and bye will be the stronger : 

The veriest jade will wince whose harness wrings 
So much into the raw as quite to wrong her 
Beyond the rules of posting, — and the mob 
At last fall sick of imitating Job. 
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LI. 

At tirst it (vrumbies, tlicn it swears, and then, 

Like David, flin|js sinootli pebbles '(gainst a giant; 

At last it takes to weapons, such as men 

Snatcli when Despair makes human iicarts less pliant. 
Then comes the tug of war;”~’twill come again, 

I rather doubt; and I would fain saj “ fie on’t,” 

If I had not |)erceived thaURevoluliori 
Alone can save the Earth from Heirs pollution. 


LII. 

Rut to continue: — I say not the first, 

But of the first, our little friend Don Juan 
Walk’d o'er the walls of Ismail, as if nursed 

/ 

Amidst such scenes — though this was quite a new one 
To him, and I should hope to most. The thirst 
Of filory, which so pierces through and through one^ 
Pervaded him — although a generous creature. 

As warm in heart as feminine in feature. 
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A.nd here he was — who upon woman’s breast, 
Even from a child, felt like a child; howe’er 
The man in all the rest might be confess’d ; 

To him it was Elysium to be there ; 

And he could ever withstand that awkward test 
Which Rousseau points out to the dubious fair, 
“ Observe your lover when he leaves your arms 
Rut Juan never left them, while they had charms, 


LIV. 

Unless conipell’d by fate, or wave, or wind, 

Or near relations, who are much the same. 

here be was ! — where each tic that can bind 
Humanity must yield to steel and flame : 

And Ae, whose very body was all mind, — 

Flung here by fate or circumstance, which tame 
The loftiest, — hurried by the time and place, — 
Dash’d on like a spurr’d blood-horse in a race. 



CANTO Vlll. 


DON JUAN. 


143 


LV. 

So was his blood stirr’d while he found resistance, 
As is the hunter’s at the live-bar gate, 

Or double |jost and rail, where the existence 
Of Britain's youth depends upon their weight, 
The lightest Ixung the safest : at a distance 
lie hated cruelty, as all men hate 
Blood, until heated — and even there his own 
At times would curdle o'er some heavy groan. 


LVI. 

The General I>ascy, who had been hard press'd, 
Seeing arrive an aid so opportune 
As werC'Soine hundred youngsters all abreast. 

Who came as if just dropp'd down from the moon. 
To Juan, who was nearest him, address’d 
His thanks, and hopes to take the city soon, 

^Not reckoning him to be a base Bezoiiian” 

(As Pistol calls it;, but a young Livonian. 
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Juan, to wlioiii lie spoke in (icrinan, knew 
As much of (^eriuaii ns of Stinscril, and 
In answer matle an iiirlination to 

Tlie (jcneiiil indd liini in coininatid ; 

For, seeinj; oiic^willi rihhoiis, hlack and blue, 
Stars, medals, and a bloody sword in hand, 
Addressin{; him in tosies which seemM to thank, 
lie recop, nizeil an oiricer of rank. 


LYIII. 

Short speeches pass between two men who speak 
No common lan[];ua(;e; and iiesidcs, in time 
«0f war and takinf; towns, when many a shriek 
Rin{;s o’er the dialop,ue, and many a crime 
Is pcrjiotralcd ere a word can break 
Upon the car, and sounds of horror chime 
In like church l>ells, with sir'll, howl, groan, yell, pr 
There cannot be much conversation there. 
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LIX. 

Ann lliorefoi'c all wc have related in 

Two long octaves, pass’d in a little minute ; 

Put in the same small minute, every sin 
(Contrived to get itself^compriscd within it. 

The very cannon, deafen’d by the djii, 

Grew diiml), for you might almost hear a linnel, 
As soon as tli under, ’midst tV' general noise 
Of human Nature’s agonizing voice! 


The town was enter'd. Oh Eternity! — 

** God made the country, and man made the town,” 
So fiOwiHT says — and I begin to be 
Of his opinion, when I see cast down 
Rome, Babylon, Tyre, Carthage, Nineveh — 

All walls men know, and many never known ; 

And, pondering on the present and the past, 

To deem the woods shall be our home at last. 
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Of .ill iiuMi, saviun Svlla the* mAii-slaycr, 

Wlio iMSst's for in life .mil most lucky, 

Of llic {;ixMl Miimc.s wiiicli in our f.ici'S start*, 

Till* (Iriicral l»oon, iKirk^vvoodsiiian of Kentucky 
Was ti.ippii'.Nt .mioii|]|>l moi tills any where, 
kor killing* nolliin*' hut a Ixmi or buck, lie, 
I'aijOyM llio lonely, vif^oroiis, harmless days 
Of his old a[;<* in wihls of deepest lua/e. 


lAll. 

t 'l l me l aiiie not near liuu — shi* is not the child 
Of solitude ; Health slirank not from him — for 
Jler home is in the rarely-trodden wild, 

Where if men seek her not, and tleath he more 
riieir ihoice than life, forj^ive them, as hetjuiletl 
Ih iiahil to what their own liearls abhor — 

In cities ca^,ed, Tiie present Ciise in jioiiit I 
(ale is, that boon lived hunting up to ninety ; 
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And . u limit's still still ij(;cr, lidt boliiiul a naim* — 
Tor winch men vainly ilrciiiiate the throii^*, — 
N<»1 oni^ fjinou.s, hut of that ^Oiul f.iiiie 

Without whuh (iloiv’s hut a tavern soiij; — 
.SmijiU*, serene, the .intipoiles cd* shame, 

Wliidi hate nor envy e’er could lin|’e viilh wiouj 
An active lieriiiit, even in a(;e rtu* child 
Of Nature, or the Man of Koss run wihl 


LX IV. 

Tis true In; shrank from men, even of his nation, 
When they built up unto his darling* trees, — 

He inovccl some hundred mdes ofF, for a station 
Where there were fi‘wer lirtusi\s aiul moie ease — 
he inconvenience of civilization 
Is, that you neither can he pleased nor please; — 
Hut, where he met the individual man, 

He sliow’d himself as kind as mortal can. 
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lit; was not alt alone ; around him grew 
A sylvan Irilu; of children of the chase, 
VS'liose young, unwakenM world was ever new', 
Nor sword nor sorrow yet had left a trace 
On her uiiwrflikletl brow, nor could you view 
A frow n on Nature’s or on human face j — 
I'lie frcivborn forest^fouinl anti Wej»l them free, 
And fresh as is a foneut or a tree. 


LX VI. 

And tall and strong and .swift of foot Were tliey, 
beyond the dw'arfing city’s pale abortions, 
because their thoughts had neM*r been the prey 
Of care or gain : the green woods were tlicir porti 
■No sinking sjiirits told them they grew grey; 

No fashion made them apes of her distortions 
Siinplo tlicy were, not savage ; and their rifles, 
Tiiough very true, were not yet used for trifles. 
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LXVII. 

Motion was in tlioir days, rest in their slumbers. 

Anti cheei'inlness the haiulinaid of liieir toil; 

Mor H't too many nor loo few their numbers ; 

Corruption ctuil.l not make their hearts her soil; 
The lust which sliiij^s, the splciulour wliicli encumbers, 
With the free foresters diviile no ^loil ; 

Serene, not sullen, were the solitudes 
Of this uiisipyiiing people of tlfe w'oods. 


Lxvni. 

So inurh for Nature by way of variety, 

Now back to thy great joys, Civilisation ! 

And the sWeet consequence of large society, — 
War, pestilence, the despots desolation, 

The kingly scourge, the lust of notoriety, 

Tlie millions sbin by soldiers for their ration, 
The scenes like Catharine’s boudoir at three score, 
With Ismail’s storm to soften it the more. 
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I In' tnu']) was cnUM' ti : first one column made 
lls san(!;iiinaiy way {jood — Uicii another ; 

'rin‘ vt'ckinj; liayonet and the (lasliin^r Made 

(llasliM ’{jaiiist tin; scimitar^ and babe and inotlH;i 
Willi disfanl shrieks w'cre licard Heaven to upl)raid ; 

Still closer ^ilplniry clouds bejjan to smother 
The breath of morn and man, wlierc, fool by foot, 
file inaddonM Turks their city still dispute. 


LXX. 

Kouiousow, lie who afterwards beat Kick 
( With some assistance from the frost and snow^, 
Napoleon on liis bold and bloody track, 

» It happen’d was himself beat back just now. 

He Wvis a jolly fellow, and could crack 
His jest alike in face of friend or foe, 

1 boui'b life, and death, and victory w'ere at stake- 
Ihil berc it seem’d liis jokes had ceased to lake : 
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Kor, liaviiij; thrown liiinsolf into a flitch, 

FollowM in haste hy various {'reiiailicrs, 

Whoso hlood the jHnhlle jjjreatly did enrich^ 

III* climb’d to whf'iv llic |Mr.)})(U apj)oar$; 
r»iit then* his project le.uhM it.s utmost pilch — 
(’Monj^st other deaths the (iencril Uibau}ucrrc\ 
Was much rej'iellcdj — for the Moslem men 
Threw them all down into flic ditch a({aiii : 


LXXII, 

And, had it not been for some stray troops^ landiiif; 
•They knew not where, — being carried by the stream 
To .some spot, where they lost their uudcrstandin(;, 
And wander'd up and down as in u dream, 

Tutil they reach’d, as day*break was expanding, 

That wJiich a portal to their eyes did seem,— 

The great and gay Koutousow might have lam 
Where three parts of his column yet remain. 
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Viui, siTamblini; round the rampart, these same troop , 
\flcr the takin{» of the cavalier/* 

Just as Koulousow's most “ forlorn” of “ hopes” 

Took, like cameleoiis, some slight tinge of fear, 
OpenM the gate callM “ Kilia” to the groups 
Of halllcil heroes who stood shyly near, 

Sliding knee-deep in lately-frozen mud, 

Mow thaw’d into a marsh of human blood. 


LXXIV. 

riie Kozaks, or if so you please, Cossacques — 

(I don’t much pique myself upon orthography', 
So that 1 do not grossly err in facts, 

Statistics, tactics, politics, and geography) — 
Having lK*en used to serve on horses* backs, 

Vnd no great dilettanti in topography 
Of fortresses, but fighting where it pleases 
Their chiefs to order, — were all cut to pieces. 
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LXXV. 

Tlioir column, tliougli the Turkish batteries tliuuderM 
I'lion tliciii, iie'erliteless had reach'd the rampart, 
And naturally thoii(>lil they could have plunder’d 
The city, without beinj; further hamper’d ; 

Hut, as it happens to brave men, they blunder’d — 
riie Tuiks at first pretended to fiave scamper’d. 

Only to draw them 'twint two bastion corners, 

From whence they s<ilUed on those Christian scoriiers. 


LXXVI. 

Then bciiif; taken by the tail — a taking 
* Fatal to bishops as to soldiers^these 
Cossacqu(;s were all cut off as day was breaking, 
And found their lives were let at a short lease— ^ 
But peri.sh’d without shivering or shaking, 

Leaving as ladders their heap’d carcases. 

O’er which Lieutenant-C'oloncl Yesooskoi 
March’d with the brave battalion of Polouzki - 
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J.XXMl. 

This vali.int luati killM all tlie Turks he inel. 

Hut i'ouhl not ent tiieiri, bein(]; in liis turn 
^lain by some M iissulm.ttis, who would not \et. 

Witlioul resislain e, see iheii l il) bum. 

The nails were won, but Tw.is an even i»el 

VVliK'ii oi the anniCvS would liave cause to inuuin . 
’ I was blow (or blow, tiisjiutiiij; incl) l>y iiwli, 

I’or one woiilil not retreat, nor t’other flincli. 


lAXVIll. 

Vnolher column iilsu sulTerVl much : 

\\ k ] here wo may remark with the historian, 

^ou should but (jivc few cartridges to such 
Troops as arc meant to uiaixli w ith greatest glor\ on 
When matters must be carried by the touch 
Of the bright bayonet, and they all should hurry o.' 
rhey sometimes, w ith a hankering for existence, 

Keep luercly firing at a foolish distance. 
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\ junction oT liic (iciicral Mekno|>*s men 
MViihou! ili(! (JcntTal, wlio liad Lillcii .some lime 
Ticldiv, l)cin(; lunllj .sccoinicd jitsi llien) 

Was niaclc at lcn{;lli, witli those who dared, to tlimh 
The ileal i‘ajii|tai't once again ; 

^nd, ihoiigli tlic Turk’s resistance was sublime, 

Tin'v took the bastion, whicji the Seraskier 
Defended at a price extremely dear. 


LXXX. 

Juan and Johnson, and some volunteers 

Among the i'oieiiiost, olTcr’d him good quarter. 
A word which little suits with Seraskiers, 

Or at least suited not this valiant Tartar. — 
lie died, deserving well his country’s tears, 

A savage sort of military martyr. 

An English naval officer, who wish’d 
To make him prisoner, was also dish’d : 
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^'o^■ all tlic answer to his proposition 

Was froin a pistol-shot that laid him dead 
On which the rest, without more inleriiiissiou, 
lle[jaii to lay about with steel and lead, — 

The pious metals most in re(|uisition 
On such occasions ; not a single liead 
Was spared, — three thousand Moslems perish’d lierc. 
\nd sixteen bayonets pierced the Seraskicr. 


Lxxxn. 

The city’s taken — only part by part — 

And Death is drunk with gore: tliere’s not a street 
Where lights not to the last some desperate heart 
For those for whom it soon shall cease to beat. 
Here War forgot his own destructive art 
In more destroying Nature ; and the heat 
Of carnage, like the Nile’s sun-sodden slime, 
Fiiigender'd monstrous shapes of every crime. 
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A Russian ofllcer, in martial tread 
Over a heap of bodies, felt his heel 
S»*ized fast, as if 'twere by the serpent’s head, 

Whose faiifjs Kve taught her human seed to feel, 
in vain he kick’d, and swore, and jrrithed, and bled, 
Vnd howl’d for help as wolves do for a meal— 

The teeth still kept their gratifying hold, 

As do the subtle snakes described of old. 


LXXXIV. 

A dying Moslem, who had felt the foot 
Of a foe o’er him, snatcli’d at it, and bit 
The very tendon which is most acute — 

(That which some ancient muse or modern wit 
learned after thee, Achilles) and quite through’t 
He made the teeth meet, nor relinquish’d it 
Even with his life — for (but they lie) ’tis said 
To the live leg still clung the sever’d head . 
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LXXXV. 

Ilowovor this may he, ’lis pretly sure 
riio lUissian oHirei* Tor life was lamed, 

I'nr lh(* Turk’s teeth stuck faster than a ske^ver. 
And hdt him ’midst the inv.did and inaiinM : 
Till* re|i;(ineiilal^sur{;eoii could not cure 

11 IN patient, and perhaps was to he blamed 
Moie than the head ol^the inveterate foe, 

Which was cut oiV, and scaviu; even then let go. 


LXXXVI. 

Ihit then the fact’s a fact — and ’tis the part 
Of a true poet to escape from fiction 
liciie’er he can ; for there is little art 
hi leaviiij; verse more free from the restriction 
Of trutii than prose, unless to suit the mart 
for what is somotiines call’d poetic diction, 
And that outrageous appetite for lies 
Which Satin angles wdth for souls like flies. 
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LXXXVll. 

lilt* lily's t.ikon, but not reiid«r'dl — No I 
I'licrc’s iiol a Moslem dial liatli yielded svNord : 
'Mie blood may f*usb out, as llio l)anul>c’s^flow 
dolls by the lily wall; but deed nor word 
\ekiiowled{]e au«»ht ol dread of death or foe: 

111 vain the yell of victory is roar'd 
by (lie a<lvancirj{| Muscovile-j-the (jroaii 
or lln‘ last foe is echoed by his own. 


LXXXVIll. 

riie bayonet pierces and the sabre cleave^, 

’And human lives are lavish'd every where, 

As the yc'ar closing whirls ilicscarh*t leaves 

When the stripp’d forest bows to the bleak air, 
Vnd groans; and thus the peopled city grieves, 

Shorn of its best and loveliest, and left bare ; 
r>ul still it falls with vast and awful splinters, 

As oaks blown down with all their thousand winters. 
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LXXXTX. 

It is an aivful topic — hut ’tis not 
iVIy cue for any lime to be terrific : 

For clicc([uer\l as is seen our human lot 

With good, and bad, and worse, alike prolific 
or melancholy merriment, to quote 
Too much of one sort would be soporific ; — 
Without, or with, ofTmice to friends or foes, 

1 sketch your world exactly as it goes. 


XC. 

And one good action in the midst of crimes 
Is “ ([uite refreshing” — in the affected phrase 
Of these ambrosial, Pharisaic times, 

With all their pretty milk-and-water ways, — 
And may serve therefore to bedew these rhymes, 
A little scorch’d at present with the blaze 
Of conquest and its consequences, which 
Make Epic poesy so rare and rich. 
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XCL 

Tpon a taken bastion, whei'e there lay 
Thousands of slaughter’d men, a yet warm group 
Of inurderM women, who had found their way 
To this vain refuge, made the good heart droop 
And shudder ; — while, as beautiful as May, 

A female child of ten years tried to stoop 
And hide her little palpitatinj’ breast 
Amidst the bodies lull’d in bloody rest. 


XfdL 

Two villanous Cossacques pursued the child 
With flashing eyes and weapons : luatcird with them, 
Tlie rudest brute that roams Siberia’s wild 
lias feelings pure and polish’d as a gem,— 

The bear is civilized, the wolf is mild : 

And whom for this at last must we condemn ? 

Their natures, or their sovereigns who employ 
All arts to teach their subjects to destroy ? 
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I’licir sabres {^litter’d o’er lier lillle head, 

Whence her l.iir hair rose Iwiniiifv witli afTri^'lit 
lh*r hidden face was pliiiifved amidst the dead: 

When Juan eau(>ht a {>limj)se of this sadsi^^ht, 

I shall not say exactly what he .uiitl, 
ht cause it mi{;ht not solace “ cars polite 
but what ho (lid^ was^to lay on their backs,-— 

I ho reailiest way of reasoning; with Cossacques. 


xrdv. 

One s Jiip he slash’d, and split the other’s shoulde 
And drove them with their brutal yells to seek 
If there iniglit be chirurgeons who could solder 
The wounds they richly merited, and shriek 
I lieir halHed rage and pain ; while waxing colder 
As he turn d o’er each pale and gory cheek, 

Oon Juan raised his little captive from 
The lieap a momefnt more had made her tomb. 
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XCV. 

\iul slu* was cliiU as tiic>, and on hci );uc 
A slender streak of blood nriiiounecd bow near 
Her bile bad bet'ii to llial of all lier race, 

Tor tbc same blow wbicb laid Jier niotber bore. 
Had searrVl iier brow, and left its crimson trace 
As tbe last link witb all she bad liold dear ; 
but else uiibui t, sbe open’d her lar^c eyes. 

And i’^zed on Juan witb a wild surprize. 


XCV!. 

.hist at ibis instant, while their e^es were fix’d 
.Upon each other, with dilated {jlaiire,. 

In Juan’s look, pain, pleasure, hope, fear, mix’d 
With joy to save, and dread of some mischance i 
Unto his ])roteg^*c ; while her’s, transfix'd 
With infant terrors, glared as from a trance, 

A pure, transparent, pale, yet radiant face, 
lake to a lighted alabaster vase ; — 
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Up camu John Johnson — (1 will not say “ Jacky* 
For tliat were vul^^ar, cold, and comtnon-placi: 
On great occasions, such as an attack 

On cities, as hath been the present case) — 

Up Johnson came, with hundreds at his back, 
Exclaiming : — Juan ! Juan ! On, boy I brace 
** Your arm, ami I'll bet Moscow to a dollar, 

“ That you and I will win St. George's collar.*** 


XCVIll, 

“ The Seraskicr is knock’d upon the liead, 

“ Hut the stone bastion still remains, wherein* 
“ The old Pacha sits among some hundreds dead, 
• “ Smoking Ids pipe quite calmly 'midst the din 
“ Of our artillery and liis own : 'tis said 
“ Our kill'd, already piled up to the chin, 

“ Lie round the battery ; but still it batters, 

“ And grape in volleys, like a vineyard, scatters. 


The Kussiaii military order. 
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XCIX. 

“ TJicii u() witli me!” — Hut Juan answer’d, “ Look 
‘‘ I'pou this diihl— 1 saved her— must not leave 
“ lh*r life to chance ; hut point me out some nook 
“ Of safely, where she less may shrink and grieve, 

“ And 1 am witJi you.” — Whercon^Jolinson look 
A glance around — and shrugged — and twitch’d his 
sleeve , 

And black silk neckcloth— and replied, ** You’re right f 
Poor thing ! what’s to be done? I’m puzded quite.” 


C 

Said Juan — “ Whatsoever is to be 

Done, I’ll not quit her till she seems secure 
“ Of present life a good deal more than we.” — ^ 
Quoth Johnson— “ JS'cither will J quite ensure, 

“ Rut at the least may die gloriously.” — 

Juan replied — “At least I will endure 
“ Whate’er is to be borne— but not resign 
“ This child, who is parentless, and therefore mine.” 
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.loliiisoii Saul — “ Juaii, wc\*c no lime to lose; 

“ Tiu! cliild’s a jnvtty eliilcl — a very pretty — 

I never saw >iu!i eyes— hut liark ! now choos«* 

‘‘ l»elwet‘n jour fame and ft elmgs, pride and pit 
‘‘ Hark! how the voai* increases! — no excuse 

Will serve when tliere is pliinclor in a citj ; — 
“ I bhoulil he loth to march without jou, Jmt, 

“ lly (lod I we’ll he loo late for the lirsl cut.” 


ClI. 

Iiut Juan ivas immoveable ; until 
Johnson, who really loved him in his way, 
PjekM out amon(]st his followers with some skill 
Such as he thou(j;iit the least given up to prey. 
\ikI swearing if the infant came to ill 
That they should all be shot on the next day, 
hut if she were deliver’d safe and sound, 

They should at least have fifty roubles round, 
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And all allow.incos hesides of plunder 
In fair proportion with their cotnradcs ; — tlien 
.luan lOMscnted to iitarcii on thioii(;h thiiiuler, 
VVliidi tliinnM at every step their ranks of men : 
And \et the rest ru.'^liM eajjcrly — no wonder, 

For they were heated by the ho|>e of gain, 

\ thing which ha[ip(*ns evcry.where each day — 
No Hero Irusteth wiiolly to lialf*pay. 


CIV. 

And such is victory, and such is man I 
AX least nine-tenths of what we call so ; — (»ofl 
May have another iiuiiic for half v/e scait 
As human beings, or his ways are odd. 

But to our subject : a brave Tartar Khan, — 

' Or ‘‘ Sultan^'* as the author ( to whose nod 
In prose 1 bend iny humble verse; doth call 
This chieftain — somehow would not yield at ail : 
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But, flank’d by five brave sons (such is polygamy, 
That she spawns warriors by the score, where none 
Are prosecuted for that false crime bigamy) 
lie never would believe the city won 
While courage clung but to a single twig. — Am I 
Describing Priam’s, Pcleus’, or Jove’s son ? * 
Neither, — but a good, plain, old, temperate man, 
Who fought with his five children in the van. 


CVI. 

To take him was the point. The truly brave. 

When they behold the brave oppress’d with odds, 
Are touch’d with a desire to shield and save • 

A mixture of wild beasts and demi-gods 
Are they — now furious as the sweeping wave. 

Now moved with pity : even as sometimes nods 
The rugged tree unto the summer wind, 

Compassion breathes along tlie savage mind. 
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liut lie would noi be taken ^ and replied 
To all tlic pi'opoMilotis of surrender 
l>y iiio\vin{; <diristians down on every side, 

As obstinate as Swedish (diaries at bender. 

Ills live brave boys no less the foe defied; 

Whereon the Russian pathos (^rew fess tender, 
As being a virtue, like terrestrial patience, 

Apt to wear out on trifling provocations. 


CVIII. 

And spite of Johnson and of Juan, who 
Expended aU their Eastern phraseology 
In begging liiin, for God’s sake, just to show 
So much less light as might form an apology 
^"or them in saving such a desperate foe — 

' He hew’d away, like doctors of theology 
irVhen they dispute with sceptics; and with curses 
itruck at his friends, as babies beat their nurses. 
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Nay, lie liad wounded, though but slightly, both 
.loan and Jolinson ; whereupon they fell — 
Tlic first with sighs, the second with an oath — 
Upon his angry Sultanship, pell-mell, 

And all around were grown exceeding wroth 
At sucli a pertinacious infidel. 

And pourVl upon him and his sons like rain, 
Which they resisted like a sandy plain 


CX. 

That drinks and still is dry. At last they perish’d:- 
His second son was IcvelTd by a shot ; 

His third was sabred ; and the fourth, most cherish* 
Of all the five, on bayonets met his lot ; 

The fifth, who, by a Christian mother nourish’d, ^ 
Had been neglected, ill-used, and what not, 
because deform’d, yet died all game and bottom. 

To save a sire who blush’d that he begot him. 
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Tlic eldest was a true and tameless Tartar, 

As great a scorner of the Nazarene 
As ever Mahomet pick’d out for a martyr, 

W'lio only saw the hlack-eyed girls in green, 

Who make tlie beds of tliose who won't take cjuarler 
Op. Earth, in Paradise; and, when once seen, 

Those llouris, like all other jjretty creatures, 

Do just whate’er they please, by dint of features. 


CXIL 

And what they pleased to do with the young Khan 
Fn Heaven, 1 know not, nor pretend to guess ; 

But doubtless tliey prefer a fine young man 
To tough old heroes, and can do no less ; 

And that’s the cause, no doubt, why, if we scan 
A field of battle’s ghastly wilderness, 

For one rough, weather-beaten, veteran body, 

Youll find ten thousand handsome coxcombs bloody. 
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Voul' Uouris also liave a natural pleasure 
In lopping off your lately married men 
before the bridal liours have danced tlieir measure, 
And tiie sad, second moon grows dim again, 

Or dull Repentance liatli had dreary leisure 
To w'isli him back a bachelor now and tlien. 

And thus your Hour^ (it may be) disputes 
Of these brief blossoms the immediate fruits. 


CXIV. 

Thus the young Kiian, with Houris in his sight, 
Thought not upon the charms of four young brides 
But bravely rush’d on his first heavenly night. 

In short, howe'er oi/r l>etter Faith derides. 

These black-eyed virgins make the Moslems fight 
As though there were one Heaven and none besid 
Whereas, if all be true we hear of Heaven 
And Hell, there must at least be six or seven. 
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f:xv. 

So fully ilasli’d the phantom on hi.s eyes, 

That wlien tlic very lance was in his heart, 
He shouted, “ A Mali !” and saw Paradise 
With all its veil of inystery drawn apart, 

And bri(;ht Eternity without disguise 
On his soul, like a ceaseless sunrise, dart, — 
With Prophets, Ilouris, Angejs, Saints, descried 
In one voluptuous blaze, — and then he died ; 


CXVl. 

Mut, with a heavenly rapture on his face, 

I'he good old Klian — wlio long had ceased to sec 
iJouris, or aught except his florid race 
Who grew like cedars round him gloriously — 
When he beheld his latest hero grace 
The earth, which he became like a felPd tree, 
Paused for a moment from the fight, and cast 
A glance on that slain son, his first and last. 
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CXVIT. 

llic soldiers, wiio bebeld him drop his point, 
Stopp’d as if once more willing to concede 
Quarter, in case lie bade them not “ aroint!” 

As be before had done. Tie did not heed 
Their pause nor signs ; his heart was out of joint, 
And shook (till now unshaken) like a reed, 

As he look’d down upon liis children gone, 

And felt^tliougli done with life— he was alone. 


CXVIII. 

Ihit ’twas a transient tremor : — with a spring 
Upon the Russian steel his breast he flung, 

^ As carelessly as hurls the motli her wing 

\gainst the light wherein she dies: lie clung 
(doser, that all the deadlier they might wring, 
Unto the bayonets which had pierced his young 
And, throwing back a dim look on his sons, 

In one wide wound pour'd forth his soul at once. 
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*Tis strange enough— the rough, lough soldiers, who 
Spared neither sex nor age in tlicir career 
Of carnage, when this old man was pierced through, 
And lay before them with his children near, 

Touch'd by llie heroism of him they slew, 

Wore melted for a moment ; though no tear 
Idow’d from tlicir blood-shot eyes, all red with strife, 
They honour'd such determined scorn of life. « 


CXX. 

But die stone bcUtion still kept up its hre, 
Where the chief Pacha calmly held his post : 
Some twenty times he made the Russ retire, 
And baffled the assaults of all their host ; 

At length he condescended to inquire 
If yet the city's rest were won or lost ; 

And being told the latter, sent a Bey 
To answer Ribas' summons to give way. 
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In the mean Lime, cross-legg’d, with great sang-fro 1. 

Among the scorching ruins he sat smoking 
Tobacco on a little carpet ; — Troy 

Saw nothing like the scene around ; — yet, looking 
With martial stoicism, nouglit seem’d to annoy 
l!is stern philosophy : but gently stroking 
His beard, he puff’d his pipe’s ambrosial gales, 

As if he had three lives as well as tails. 


CXXII. 

The town was taken— whether he might yield 
Himself or bastion, little matter’d now ; 

His stubborn valour was no future shield. 

Ismail’s no more! The crescent’s silver bow 
Sunk, and the crimson cross glared o’er the field, 
Rut red with no redeeming gore ; the glow 
Of burning streets, like moonlight on the water, 
Was imaged back in blood, the sea of slaughter. 
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CXXIII. 

All that the mind would shrink from of excesses ; 

'VU that the body perpetrates of bad ; 

All that we read, hear, dream, of man’s distresses i 
All that the Devil would do if run stark mad ; 
All that defies the worst which pen expresses ; 

All by which Hell is peopled, or as sad 
As Hell — mere mortals who |heir power abuse, — 
Was here (as heretofore and since) let loose. 


exxiv. 

If here and there some transient trait of pity 

Was shown, and some more noble heart broke throu^vh 
Its bloody bond, and saved perhaps some pretty 
Child, or an aged, helpless man or two— • 

What’s this in one annihilated city, 

Where thousand loves, and ties, and duties grow ? 
Cockneys of London I Muscadins of Paris ! 

Just ponder what a pious pastime war is 

8 . 
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I iliiik how the joys of reading a gazette 
Are purchased by all agonies and crimes : 

Or, if th<?se do not move you, don’t forget 
Such doom may be your own in after times. 
Meantime the taxes, Gasllercagh, and debt. 

Are hints as good as sermons, or as rhymes. 
Head your own hearts^and Ireland’s present story. 
Then feed her famine fat with Wellesley’s glory. 


exxvi. 

Hut still there is unto a patriot nation, 

Which loves so well its country and its king, ' 

A subject of sublimest exultation — 

Bear it, yc Muses, on your brightest wing! 

Howe’er the mighty locust. Desolation, 

Strip your green fields, and to your harvests cling, 
Gaunt Famine never shall approach the tiirone— 
Thougli Ireland starve, great George weighs twenty 
stone. 
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Dut let me put an end unto my tlieinc : 

Tlicre was an end of Ismail — hapless town 1 
Tar flash'd her burning towers o'er Danube's stream, 
And redly ran his blushing waters down. 

The horrid war-whoop and the shrijiler scream 
Rose still ; but fainter were llie thunders grown : 
Of forty tliousand who had piann’d the wall, 

Some hundreds breathed— the rest were silent all ! 


CXXVIIL 

In one thing ne’ertheless His fit to praise 
The Russian army U|>on this occasion, 

A virtue much in fashion now-a-days. 

And therefore worthy of coinineinoration : 

The topic’s tender, so shall be my phrase — 

Perhaps the season's chill, and their long station 
In winter's depth, or want of rest and victual, 

Had made them chaste they ravish'd very little. 
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Much did they slay, more plunder, and no less 
Might liere and there occur some violation 
III the other line; — but not to such excess 
As when the French, that dissipated nation, 
Take towns by storm : no causes can 1 guess, 
Except cold weather and commiseration ; 
r»iit all the ladies, sav^ some twenty score. 
Were almost as much virgins as before. 


exxx. 

Some odd mistakes too happen’d in the dark, 

Which show’d a want of lanthorns, or of taste— 
Indeed the smoke was such they scarce could mark 
Their friends from foes, — besides sucli things from 
haste 

Occur, though rarely, when there is a spark 
Of light to save the venerably chaste : — 

Hut six old damsels, each of seventy years, 

Wore all deflower’d by different grenadiers. 



CAIVTO Vlir. 


nON JIJAV. 


i8i 


CXXXI. 

lUit on the whole their continence was great ; 

So that some disappointment there ensued 
To those who had felt tlic inconvenient state 
Of “ single blessedness,” and thought it good 
(Since it was not their fault, but only fate, 

To bear tlicse crosses) for each waning prude 
To make a Roman sort of Sabine wedding. 
Without the expense and the* suspense of bedding. 


CXXXII. 

Some voices of the buxom middle-aged 
Were also heard to wonder in the din 
(Widows of forty were these birds long caged) 

** Wherefore the ravishing did not begin !” 
Rut, while the thirst for gore and plunder raged, 
There was small leisure for su{)erfluous sin ; 

Rut whether they escaped or no, lies hid 
In darkness— 1 can only hope they did. 
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Suvirarrow now was conqueror — a match 
For Tiinour or for Zinghis in his trade. 

White mosques and streets, beneath his eyes, like tliatcl* 
hlazcd, and the cannon’s roar was scarce allay’d, 
With bloody hands he wrote his first dispatch ; 

And here exactly follows what he said : — 

“ (ilory to God SLud to the Empress!” {Powers 
Eternal! such names mingled!) “ Ismail’s ours!”'** 

cxxxiv. 

Metliinks these are the most tremendous words. 

Since “ Mene, Mene, Tekcl,” and “ Upharsin,” 
Which hands or pens have ever traced of swords. 

Heaven help me ! I’m but little of a parson : 

What Daniel read was short-hand of the Lord's^ 
Severe, sublime ; tlie Prophet wrote no farce on 
The hite of Nations ; — but this Russ, so witty, 

Could rhyme, like Nero, o’er a burning city. 

^ lu the oiiginal Russian— 

Slava bogii ! blava vam ! 

Krepost Vzala, y la lam.” 

A kind of couplet ; for he was a |)oci. 
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He wrote this Polar melody, aiul set it, 

Duly accomjKniicd by slirieksaiid {'roans, 

Which lew V ill sinfj, I tru:>t, hut none forget it— 
For I will teach, if possible, the stones 
To rise against Earth’s tyrants. Never let it 
be said, that we still truckle unto thrones; — 
but ye — our children’s chil(y*en I think how we 
Show’d what things were before the world was free ! 


CXXXVI. 

That hour is not for us, but ’tis for you ; 

\nd as, in the great joy of your imllenniuiii, 

You hardly-will believe such tilings were true 

.\s now occur, I thought that I would pen you ’em ; 
But may their very memory perish too!— 

Yet, if perchance remember’d, still disdain you ’em 
More than you scorn the savages of yore, 

WJio painted their bare limbs, but not with gore. 



IJOV JUAN. 


CANTO VIII. 


l8{ 


CXXXVII. 

Ami wlioii you hear historians talk of thrones, 

And ihost; that .sate upon them, let it he 
As we now gaze upon the Maiiiinoth’s bones, 

And wonder whul old world such things could see, 
Or hierogly])hics on Egyptian stones, 

The pleasant riddles of Futurity — 

(lucssing at what shall happily be hid 
As the real purpose of a Pyraiiiul. 


CXXXVIII. 

Header I J have kept my word,— at least so lar 
As the first Canto promised. You have now 
Had sketches of love, teiiipest, travel, war — 

All very accurate, you must allow, 

And Fspic^ if plain truth should prove no bar ; 

For I have drawn much less with a long bow 
Than my fore-runners. Carelessly I sing. 

But Phoebus lends me now and then a string. 
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rxxxix. 

With \%'hich 1 still can harp, and carp, and fiddle. 

VVhat further hath befallen or may hefal 
The hero of this grand poetic riddle, 

1 by and bye may tell you, if at all: 

But now I choose to break off in the middle. 

Worn out with battering Ismairs stubborn wall, 
While Juan is sent off with ^le dispateli, 

I* or which all Petersburgh is on the watch. 


CXL. 

This special honour was confenr*d, because 
He had behaved with courage and huinanit} ; — 
Which men like, when they have time to pai^se 
From their ferocities produced by vanity. 

His little captive gain’d him some applause, 

For saving her amidst the wild insanity 
Of carnage ; and 1 think he was more glad in her 
Safety, than his new order of St. Vladimir. 
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The Moslem orphan went with her protector 
For she was homeless, houseless, helpless : all 
Her friends, like the sad family of Hector, 

Had perish’d in the field or by the wall : 

Her very place of birth was but a spectre 

Of what it had been ; there the Muezzin’s call 
To prayer was heard np more ! — A.nd Juan wept, 
And made a vow to shield her, which he kept. 



DON JUAN 


CANTO IX. 


I. 

Oil, Wellington ! (or Vilaintoii’’<^or Fame 
Sounds the heroic syllables both ways ; 

France could not even conquer your great name, 

But punn’d it down to this facetious phrase^ 
Beating or beaten she will laugh the same)— 

You have obtain’d great pensions and much praise 
Glory like yours should any dare gainsay, 

Humanity would rise, and thunder Nay !*’ ■ 
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II. 

I don’t think that you used K — n — rd quite well 
In Marinct’s afFair — in fact ’twas shabby, 

And, like some other things, Avon’t do to tell 
Upon your tomb in Westminster’s old abbey. 
Upon the rest ’jis not Avorth Avhilo to dwell, 

Such tales being for the tea hours of some tabby 
Cut though your years^s man tend fast to zero, 

In fact your Grace is still but a young Hero. 


III. 

Though Britain owes (and pays you too) so much, 

* 

Yet Europe doubtless owes you greatly more : 
You have repair’d Legitimacy’s crutch— 

A prop not quite so certain as before : 

The Spanish, and the French, as well as Dutch, 
Have seen, and felt, how strongly you restore; 
And Waterloo has made the world your debtor— 
( I wish your bards would sing it rather better). 



IV. 


You nro the Ih'sI of cut-lliroals — do not start ; 

The phrase is Shakespeare’s, and not misapplied 
War’s a hraiu-spatteriii(j[, wiudpipc-slittin{» art, 
Unless licr cause by Right be sanctified. 

If you have acted once a generous part, 

The '.vorld, not the world’s masters, will decide, 
\nd 1 shall be delighted to learn wlio, 

Save you and yours, have gain’d ])y Waterloo? 


V. 

1 am no flatterer — you’ve supp’il full of flattery : 

They say you like it too — *tis no great wonder : 
Tie whose whole life has been assault and battery, 
At last may get a little tired of thunder ; * 

And, swallowing eulogy much more than s^itire, he 
May like being praised for every lucky blunder; 
Call’d “ Saviour of the Nations” — not yet saved. 
And Europe’s Liberator” — still enslaved. 
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I’ve done. Now go and dine from o£f the plate 
Presented by the Prince of the Brazils, 

And send the sentinel before your gate * 

A slice or two from your luxurious meals : 

He fought, but has not fed so well of late. 

Some hunger too tiiey say the people feels s 
There is no doubt that you deserve your ration — 
But pray give back a little to the nation. 


VII. 

I don’t mean to reflect— a man so great as 
You, iny Lord Duke! is far above reflection. • 
The high Roman fashion too of Cincinnatus, 
With modern history has but small connexion : 
Though as an Irishman you love potatoes, 

You need not take them under your direction ; 
And half a million for your Sabine iarm 
Is rather dear!— I’m sure I mean no harm. 
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VIII. 

Great men have always scorn’d great recompenses : 

Epaiiiinondas saved his Thebes, and died, 

Not leaving even his funeral cx|)enses : 

George Washington had thanks and nought beside, 
Except flic all-cloudless glory (which few men’s is) 

To free his country : Pitt too linif his pride. 

And, as a high-soul’d Minister of State, is 
Renown’d for ruining Greal*Hritam, gratis. 


IX. 

Never had mortal man such opportunity, 

Except Napoleon, or abused it more t 
You might have free’d fall’ii Europe from the Unity 
Of Tyrants, and been bicss’d from shore to shor/! ; 
And noH'— what is your fame? Shall the Muse tunc it ye? 

jVoYv — that the rabble’s first vain shouts are o’er ? 
Go, hear it in your famish’d country’s cries! 

Behold the world! and curse your victories ! 
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As these new Cantos touch on warlike feats, 

To the unflattering Muse deigns to inscribe 
Truths that you will not read in the Gazettes, 
but which, 'tis time to teach tlie hireling tribe 
Who fatten on their country’s gore and debts, 

Must be recited, and — without a bribe. 

You did great things; but, not being great in mind, 
Have left undone the greatest — and mankind. 


XI. 

Death laughs — Go ponder o er the skeleton 

With 'which men image out the unknown thing 
That hides the past world, like to a set sun 
^ Which still elsewhere may rouse a brighter spring 
Death laughs at all you weep for ; — look upon 
This hourly dread of all, whose threaten d sting 
Turns life to terror, even though in its sheath ! 

Mark ! how its lipless mouth grins without breath ! 
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XII. 

Mark ! liow it iau{^lis and scorns at all you are ! 

And yet was wlial you are : from ear to ear 
It laughs not — there is now no fleshy bar 
So callM ; the antic long liatli ceased to hrar^ 
hut still he smiles ; and whether near or far 

He strips from man that mantle — (far more dear 
Than even the tailor's) — his incarnate skin, 

White, black, or copper — the dead bones will grin. 


XIH. 

.And thus Death laughs, — it is sad merriment, 

* but still it is so ; and with such example 
Why should not Life be equally content, 

With liis superior, in a smile to trample 
Upon the nothings which are daily spent 
Like bubbles on an ocean much less ample 
Than the eternal deluge, which devours 
Suns as rays — worlds like atoms— years like hours ? 

9 * 
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To be, or not to be! that is tite question/’ 

Says Shakespeare, who just now is much in f[ishioii. 
I am neither Alexander nor Hephaestion, 

Nor ever had for abstract fame much passion ; 
hut would much rather have a sound digestion, 

Tiiaii Buonaparte’s cancer could I dash on 
Through fifty victories to shame or fame, 

Without a stomach — what were a good name? 


XV. 

Oh, dura ilia messoruin!” — Oh, 

** Ye rigid guts of reapers I” — ^1 translate 
For the great benefit of those who know 
Wliat indigestion is-^that inward fate 
Which makes all Styx through one small liver flow. 

A peasant’s sweat is worth, his lord’s estate : 

Let this one toil for bread^Mur rack for rent, — 

He who sleeps best, may be the most content. 
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“ To be, or not to be?” — Ere I decide, 

I should be glad to know that which is being? 
’Tis true we speculate both far and wide, 

And deem, because we see, we are all-seeing-: 
For my part, I’ll enlist on neither side, 

Until 1 see both sides for once agreeing. 

For me, I sometimes think tiiat Life is Death, 
llather than Life a mere ailair of breath. 


XVH. 

Que sais-je ?” was the motto of Montaigne, 

* As also of the first academicians : 

That all is dubious which man may attain. 

Was one of their most favourite positions. 
There’s no such tiling as certainty, that’s plain 
As any of Mortality’s conditions ; 

So little do we know what we’re about in 
This world, I doubt if doubt itself be doubting. 
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ll is a pleasant voyage perliaps to float, 

Like Pyrrho, on a sea of speculation; 

Hut what if carrying sail capsize the boat ? 

Your wise men don't know much of navigation ; 

.\nd swimming long in the abyss of thought 
Is apt to tire : a calm and shallow station 
Well iiigli the shore, where one stoops down and gathers 
Some pretty shell, is best for moderate bathers. 


XIX. 

•• Hut Heaven," as Cassio says, ‘‘ is above all, — 
“Mo more of this then, — let us pray !" We have 
Souls to save, since Eve's slip and Adam’s hdl, 
Which tumbled all mankind into the grave, 
besides fish, beasts, and birds. “ The sparrow’s fall 
“ Is special providence," though how it gave 
Offence, we know not ; probably it perch’d 
Upon the tree whicli Eve so fondly search’d. 



CAMO IX. 


nO.N JIfA.N. 


»9: 


XX. 

Oh, yo iiHiuortiil Ciods ! wliat is iheo^ony ? 

Oil, lliou too mortal man ! wlial is })hllaiithro|i\ ’ 
Oh, world, which was ami is ! what is cosinoi^ony ? 

Some people have accused me of inisaiiiliropy , 

And yet T know no more than tlie mahogany 
That forms lliis desk, of what tlicy mean : — f^ykan* 
ihropY 

1 comprehend; for, without transformation, 

Men become wolves on any slight occasion. 


XXI 

flut 1, the mildest, meekest of mankind, 

' Like Moses, or Melancthon, wdio have ne'er 
Done any thing exceedingly unkind. — 

And (though I could not now and then forliear* 
Following the bent of body or of mind} 

Have alway.s liad a tendency to spare, — 

Why do they call me misanthrope? Because 
Thejr hate rne, not I them:-^knA liere weTl pause. 
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"Fis time we should proceed with our good poem, 
For 1 maintain that it is really good, 

Not only in the body, but the proem, 

However little both are understood 
Just now, — but by and by the Truth will show ’em 
Herself in her sublimcst attitude t 
And till she doth, I fain must be content 
To share her beauty and her banishment. 


XXIII. 

Our hero (and, I trust, kind reader I yours)— 

Was left upon his way to the chief city 
Of the immortal Peter’s polish’d boors, 

Who still have shown themselves more brave than 
witty. 

I know its mighty empire now allures 
Much llattery — even Voltaire’s, and that’s a pity. 

For me, 1 deem an absolute Autocrat 

a barbarian, but much worse than that. 
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And 1 will war, at least in words (and— should 
My 1 hanco so happen — deeds) with all who war 
With thoii^^Jit; — and of thought's foes by far most rude, 
Tyrants and sycophants have been and are. 

I know not who may conquer : if I could 
Have Mich a prescience, it should lie no bar 
I'u this iny plain, sworn, downright detestation 
or ev( ry despotism in every nation. 


XXV. 

Jl is not that I adulate the people: 

'Without me, there are demagogues enough, 
And infidels, to pull down every steeple, 

And set up in their stead some proper stufl’. 
Whether they may sow scepticism to reap Hell, 
As is the Christian dogma rather rough, 

1 do not know 1 wish men to be free 
As much' from mobs as kings — from you as me. 
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I lie coiisiKHicnce is, lieiiif; of no party, 

1 shall offend all parties : — never mind I 
My words, at least, are more sincere and hearty 
Tliaii if I soiipjit to sail before the wind, 
lie who has noujjht to {jain can have small art : h< 
Who neither wishes to be bound nor bind 
May still expatiate freely, as will 1, 

^or [Tive my voice to Slavery’s jackal cry. 


XXVII. 

/7//zfVaii appropriate simile, that jackal; 

I’ve hoard tlicm in the Epliesian ruins howl 
Ijy ni{;ht, as do that mercenary pack all, 

Power’s base purveyors, w'ho for pickings prowl, 
And sctMil the prey their masters would attack all. 

However, the poor jackals arc less foul 
(As being the brave lions’ keen providers) 

Than human insects, catering for spiders. 



r.ANTO IX. 


tMin jvAX. 


201 


XXVIll. 

Raise but an arm ! ’twill brush their web away, 
Ami w'ilhoiit that, their {loLson aiui tlieir claws 
Are useless. Mi ml, (jood people! what I say — 
I'Or rallier peoplo.s , — on without ]Kause 1 
The web of those tarantulas oath day 

Increases, till y)u shall make common cause : 
None, save the Spanish fly and Attic bee, 

As ycL are stronjjly slin(jin{fto be free 


XXIX. 

Don Juan, who had shone in the late slaughter, 

• Was left upon his wMy with the dispatch, 

Where blood was talk’d of .is wc would of water , 
And carcases that lay as thick as thatch 
O’er silenced cities, merely served to flaltci 

Fair Catherine’s pastiine^who look'd on the match 
Ret ween these nations as a main of cocks, 

Wherein she liked her own to stand like rocks. 
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And tlicrc in a kibitka he roU’d on 
(A cursed sort of carriage without springs, 

Which on rough roads leaves scarcely a whole bone), 
Pondering on glory, chivalry, and kings, 

And orders, and on all that he had done — 

And wishing that post-horses had the wings 
Of Pegasus, or at the least post-chaises 
Had feathers, when a traveller on deep ways is. 


XXXI. 

At every jolt — and they were many — still 
lie turn'd his eyes upon his little charge, 

As if he wish’d tijat slie sliould hire less ill 
Than he, in these sad highways left at large 
To ruts, and flints, and lovely Nature’s skill, 
Who is no paviour, nor admits a barge 
On her canals, where God takes sea and land, 
Fishery aud farm, both into his own hand. 
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At least lie pays no rent, and has best right 
To be the first of what we used to call 
“ (lenllcmcMi Fanners*' — a race worn out quite. 
Since lately there have Ijcch no rents at all, 

And “ (jentleinen” are iti a piteous plight, 

And fanners'* can’t raise Ceres Troiu her fall : 
She fell with Fluonaparte : — What strange thoughts 
Arise, when we see Fiupeiors fall with oats! 


xxxni. 

Rut Juan turn’d his eyc.s on the sweet child 
* W'hoiii he had saved from slaughter — what a trophy! 
Oh ! ye who build up inonuincnts, defiled 

With gore, like Nadir Shah, that costive Soph^, 
Who, after leaving Hindostan a wild, 

And scarce to the Mogul a cup of cofiee 
To soothe his woes withal, was .slain, the sinner! 
because he could no more digest bis dinner 
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oil ycl or we! or he! or she! reflect, 

Tliat one life saved, e.spccially if young 
Or pretty, is a thing to recollect 
Far sweeter than the greenest laurels sprung 
From the manure of human clay, though deck’d 
With all the praises ever said or sung ; 
Though hymn’d by every harp, unless within 
Your heart joins chorus, Fame is but a din. 


XXXV. 

Oh, ye great \uthors luminous, voluminous! 

Ye twice ten hundred thousand daily scribes! ' 
Wliosc pamphlets, volumes, newspapers illumine us 
* Whether you’re paid by Oovcrninent in bribes, 

To prove the public debt is not consuming us — 

Or, roughly treading on the “ Courtier’s kibes” 
With clownish heel, your popular circulation 
Feeds you by printing half the realm’s StanMtion; — 
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Oh, yc Authors I — “ A propos ilcs holies” — 
I h.ivc i'on;olteii what I meant to say, 

As sonii'hiues have been j^ivatoi* 8aj;cs’ lot> , — 

* I'was somethinj; calculated to allay 
All wralli in barracks, palaces, or rots: 

r.ci’lis it would have been but thrown awa\, 
And that’s one comfort for my lost advice, 
Althou};h no doubt it was U^youd all price. 


xxxvu. 

Rut lot it (JO : — it will one <lay Imi founil 
t\'ith other relics of “ a former worhl,” 

When this world shall ho fonnvr, under^^rouinl, 
Thrown topsy-turvy, tudsted, crisp’d, and curlM, 
Raked, fried, or burnt, turn’d iusidc-out, or drown’d, 
Like all the worlds l>cfore, which have been huilM 
First out of and then back again to chaos, 

The superstratum which will overlay us. 
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So Cuvier says ; — and then shall come again 
Ciilo the new Creation, rising out 
From our old crash, some mystic, ancient strain 
or tilings destroy'd and left in airy doubt : 
Like to the iiptioiis we now entertain 
or Titans, (jiants, fellows of about 
Some hundred feet i^ height, not to say milts ^ 
And Mammoths, and your winged Crocodiles. 


XXXIX. 

Tiiink if then George the Fourth should be dug up 
How the new worldlings of the then new East 
Will wonder where such animals could sup! 

(For they themselves will be but of the least ; 
Even worlds miscarry, when too oft they pup, 

And every new Creation hath decreased 
In size, from over-working the material — 

Men are but maggots of some huge Earth's burial.) 
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XL. 

How will — to these young ])eo)>le, just thrust out 
From some fresh Paradi.se, ajd set to plough, 

And dig, and .sweat, and turn themselves about, 

And plant, and reap, and spin, and grind, and sow, 
Till all the Arts at length are brought about, 
Especially of war and taxing, — how, 

1 say, will these great relics, lyhen they see 'cm, 

Look like the monsters of a new Museum ? 


XLI. 

Rut 1 am apt to grow too metaphysical : 

“ The time is out of joint/'— and so am I ; 

I quite forget this poem’s merely quizzical, 

And deviate into matters rather dry. 

1 ne'er decide what 1 shall say, and this 1 call 
Much too poetical : Men should know why 
They write, and for what end ; but, note or text, 
1 never know the word which will come neit. 
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Soon 1 ramble, now and then narrating, 

Now pondering : — it is time we should narrate : 
1 left Don Juan with his horses baiting — 

Now weMl get oVr the ground at a great rate. 

1 .shall not he particular in stating 

1 1 is journey, we’ve so many tours of late : 
Suppose him then at Petersburgli ; suppose 
That pleasant ca]ntal of painted snows ; 


XLIII. 

Suppo.se him in u handsome uniform ; 

A scarlet coat, black facing.s, a long plume, 
Waving, like sails new shiver’d in a storm. 

Over a cock’d hat, in a crowded room, 

And briUiaut brccclics, bright as a Cairn Goriiie, 
Of yellow cassimere we may presume, 

White stockings drawn, uncurdlcd as new milk, 
O’er limbs whose symmetry set off the silk : 
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XLIV. 

Suppose liiiri sword by side, and bat in hand, 

Made up by youth, fame, ami an army-tailor — 

That great cncliaiiler, at Avhose rod's command 
beauty springs forth, and I^ature's self turns paler, 
Seeing how Art can make lier work more grand, 

( Wlien she don't pin men’s limbs in like a jailor) — 
behold him placed as if upon a pillar! He 
Seems Love turn’d a lieutenant of artiUerv I 


XLV. 

His bandage slipp’d down into a cravat; 

’ His wings subdued to epaulettes; liis quiver 
Shrunk to a scabbard, with liis arrows at 
His side as a small sword, but sharp as ever ; 

His bow converted into a cock'd hat ; 

But still so like, that P.syclie were more clever 
Than some wives (who make blunders no less stupid; 
If she Lad not mistaken him for Cupid. 


VOL. XIY. 
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no 


DOy JUAN. 


CANTO IX. 


XLVI. 

The courtiers stared, tlic ladies wliisper’d, and 
The liiinpress smiled; the reigning favourite frown’d— 
I cjuitc forget which of them was in hand 
Just then, as they arc rather numerous found. 

Who took by turns that difficult command 

t 

Since first her Majesty was singly crown’d ; 

Hut they M'cre mostly nervous six*foot fellows, 

All fit to make a Patagonian jealous. 


XLVn. 

Juan was none of these, hut slight and slim, 

TUushing and beardless ; and yet ne’ertheless 
There was a something in his turn of limb, 

Ami still more in liis eye, which seem’d to express, 
Tliat though iic look’d oue of the Seraphim, 

There lurk’d a Man beneath the Spirit’s dress. 
Besides, the Empress sometimes liked a boy, 

And liad just buried the fai'i>faced Lanskoi. ^ 



AVTO IX. 
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xrAiir. 

No wonder then llial YormololT, or Moiiionoff, 

Or Sriii'rhaloff, or any other off 
Or on, nu(;ht dread her Majesty had not room rnou{;li 
Within her hosoiii (wliir)i was not too tough) 

Tor a new flame ; a thou.;;lit to cast of gloom enough 
Along the aspect, whether smooth or rough, 

Of him who, in the laiigiiagj of his station, 

Then lield that ** high olficial situation.” 


XLIX. 

Oh, gentle ladies I should you seek to know 
The import of this diplomatic plirasc, 

Bid Ireland’s J^ndonderry s Marquess * show 
His parts of speech ; and, in the strange displays 
Of that odd string of words, all in a row, 

Which none divine, and every one obeys, 
Perhaps you may pick out some queer no-meaning, 
Of that weak wordy harrest the sole gleaning. 
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LIV, 

And (iatlicrine, who loved all things (save her Uaid? 

Wlio was gone to his place) and pass’d for much, 
Admiring those (hy dainty dames abhorr’d) 

Gigantic gentlemen, yet had a touch 
Of sentimciil; and he she most adored 
Was the lamented Lani»koi, who was such 
A lover as had cost her many a tear, 

And yet but made a middling grenadier. 


LV. 

Oh, thou “ teterrima causa” of all ‘‘ belli 1” — 

Thou gate of life and death ! — thou nondescript ! 
Whence is our exit and our entrance, — well I 
May pause in pondering how all souls are dippM 
In thy perennial fountain: — how man felly I 
Know not, since knowledge saw her branches stnppMj 
Of her first fruit ; but how he falls and rises ' 

Since t Thou hast settled beyond all surmises. 
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LVI. 

Some call thee “ the worse cause of war,” but 1 
Maintain thou art llic l/cst : for, after all, 

From thee we coiue, to thee we fjo; unci why, 

'fo t’of .it ihtr, iiof h.itfer cloun a wall, 

0i w.iNte ii woihl ? Since no one tan deny 

Ihou dost replenish worlds both {]ritut and siiiail 
With, or wit I mill llieo, all lhinj;s at a sUrul 
Are, O! would be, thou sea of life’s dry land! 


TAII. 

fM'illieriiie, who was the jjrand epitome 
* Of that (’Teat cause of war, or peace, or wlial 
You please (it causes all the lhin{;s which be, 

So you may take your choice of this nr that)— 
(Jatlicrine, 1 say, was very p,latl to sec 
The liaridsoine herald, on whose pluinaf;e sat 
Victory; and, pausing; as she saw him kneel 
VVitli his dispatch, forfjot to break the seal. 



D05 JUA?f. 
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LVllI. 

Then recoUeclin{; the whole Empress, nor 
Forgettiiif; quite the woman (which composed 
At least three parts of this qreat whole) she tore 
The letter* open with an air which posed 
The court, tliat watch’d each look her visage wore, 
Until a royal smile at length disclosed 
Fair weather for the day. Though rather spacious, 
Her face was noble, her eyes fine, mouth gracious. 


LIX. 

Great joy was hers, or rather joys ; the first 
Was a ta’cn city, thirty thousand slain. 
iWory and triumph o’er her aspect burst. 

As an F^ast-lndian sunrise on the main. 

These quench’d a inoincnt her ambition’s thirst- 
So Arab deserts drink in summer’s rain : 

In vain! — As fall the dews on quenchless sands, 
blood only serves to wash .Ambition’s hands 1 
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LX. 

Her next amusement was more fancit'iil; 

She smiled at mad Suwarrow's iii\mes, who throw 
Into a Russian cou|ilet, rather dull, 

TJie whole {'azetle of thousands whom he slew. 

Ffer third was feminine eiiou{];h to annul 
The shudder which runs naturally throuf^li 
Our veins, when tiling’s call’d Sovereifjns lliink it best 
To kill, and Generals tuni*it into jest. • 


LXI. 

Tiic two first ftM’lin(»s ran their course complete, 

• And lipjlitcd first her eye and then her month : 
The whole court look’d iiiimedialely most sweet, 
Like flowers w'ell w'aterM after a lon(j drouth : — 
Rut when on the lieutenant, at her feet, 

Her Majesty — who liked to {jazo oii youth 
Almost as much as on a new dispatch — 

Glanced mildly, all the world was on tlic watch. 

10 . 
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LXII. 

J'liougti somewhat large, exuberant, and truculent, 
WJien wroth; while pleased, slie was as fine a figure 
As those who like things rosy, ripe, and succulent, 
Would wish to look on, while they arc in vigour. 
She rould repay each amatory look you lent 
With interest, and in turn was wont with rigour 
To exact of Cupid’s bills the full amount 
At sight, nor would permit you to discount. 


Lxni. 

With her the latter, though at times convenient, 

Was not so necessary ; for they tell 
Tha t she was handsoine, and , though fierce, look'd lenient , 
And always used lier favourites too well. 

If once beyond her boudoir’s precincts in ye went. 
Your “ fortune” was in a fair way “ to swell 
A man,” as Giles says; ^ for, though she would widow 
all 

Nations, she liked man as an individual. 



CANTO IX. 
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LXIV. 

What a strwiii{ve thing is man ! and what a stranger 
Is woman! Wliat a whirlwind is her head, 

And what a whirlpool full of depth and danger 
Is all the about her! Whether wed, 

Or widow, maid or inolher, sh<? can change her 
Mind like I he Aviiid; whatever she has said 
Or doin', ii, light fo what shell say or do;— 

The oldest thing on record, and yet new! 


LXV. 

Oil, (ialhcnne ! (for of all interjections 
* To thee both oh! and oh! belong of right 
tn love and wav) how odd arc the connexions 
Of human tlioughts, wliidi jostle in their (light! 
.lust now j'nur\s were cut out in clifTerent sections : 
Firsts Isinail’s capture caught your fancy quite ; 
of new knights, the fresh and glorious batch 
And, thinllyy he who brought you the dispatch ! 



noN JUAX. 
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LXVl. 

Shakespeare talks of the herald Mercury 
‘‘ New li|>liled on a Tleavcii-kissinjj hill 
And some such visions cross'd her Majesty, 

While her young herald knelt before her still. 

Tis very true the hill seem’d rather high 
For a lieutenant to climb up ; but skill 
Smoothed even the Simplon's steep, and, by God's 
blessing, 

With youth and liealth all kisses are “ Heaven-kissing.*’ 


LXVII. 

Her Majesty look’d down, the youth look’d up — 

And so they fell in love ; — she with his face, ' 

His grace, his God-knows-wliat : for Cupid's cu[) 
With the first draught intoxicates apace, 

A quintessential laudanum or “ black drop,” 

Which makes one drunk at once, without the base 
Expedient of full bumpers; for the eye 
In love drinks all life’s fountains (save tears) dry. 
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LXVIll. 

lie, on the other liand, if nut in love, 

I'ell into that no less iiiiperioiis passion, 

Self-love — \^lliel^ when some sort of thinij above 
Ourselves, a sin{];<M*, daneer, much in fashion, 

Or duchess, princess, empress, “ ileijjns to prove*’ 

(* fis Pope’s phrase) a {jrc.il lonp/ni^;, tiiou[;h a rash one, 
For one especial person out <if many, 

-Makes us believe oui selves as good as any. 


LXIX. 

besides, he was of that delightcil age 

Which makes all female ages e<[Ual — when 
We don't much care with whom we may engage, 
As bold as Daniel in tlic lion’s den, 

So that we can our native sun assuage 

In the next ocean, which may flow just then. 
To make a twilight in — ^just as Sol’s heat is 
Quench’d in the lap of the salt sea, or Thetis. 





UON IVAN. 


c:ant() IX. 


LXX. 

A ml (Catherine (wc inusl say thus much for Catherine) 
Tlinu(*h hold and bloody, was the kind of thiiif^ 
Whose temporary passion was quite flattering, 
liccause each lover look’d a sort of king, 

Made up upon an amatory pattern — 

A royal husband in all save the rin ^ — 

Which, b(*ing the daiiiiiMest jiart of matrimony, 
SeeiiiM taking out the sting to leave the honey. 


LXXl. 

\Md IV hen you add to this, her womanhood 
In Its meridian, her blue eyes, or grey — 

V Ihe last, if they have soul, are quite as good, 

Or better, as the best examples say : 

Napoleon s, Mary’s (Queen of Scotland) should 
Lend to that colour a transccndaiit ray ; 

And Pallas also sanctions the same hue — 

Too wise to look through optics black or blue) — 



CANTO IX. 


DON JL'AN. 


2X3 


LXXIL 

Her sweet smile, and her then majestic fif;urc, 

Her ]dtimptiess, her imperial condescension. 

Her preference of a l)oy to men inucii higj'er 
(Kcllows whom MessaliiiiVs self would pension), 
Her prime of life, just iio\v in juicy vi(;our, 

With Ollier vrtniSy which we need not mention, 
All lli(‘se, or any one of these, explain 
Enough to make a stripling very vain. 


Lxxni. 

\iid that’s enough, for love is vanity, 

Selfish in its lK>;;iniitiig as its end, 

I'Ai i'pt wheie *tis a mere insanity, 

A maddening spiill which would strive to blend 
Itself with heaiity'h frail inanity. 

Oil which the passion’s sedf scorns to dejnmd : 
\n<l hence some heatlienisli phdosopluTs 
Make love the main-spring of the universe. 
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LXXIV. 

Bcsiilcs Platonic love, besides the love 
Of (lod, the love of sentiment, the loving 
Of faithful pairs — (I needs must rhyme with dove, 

'I’hat good old steam-boat whicli keeps verses movin[; 
’Gainst reason — reason ne’er was haiid-and-glove 
With rhyme, but always lean’ll less to improving 
The sound than sense) — besides all these pretences 
To love, there are those things which words name 
senses ; 


LXXV. 

Those movements, those iiiiprovemeiits in our bodies, 
Which make all bodies anxious to get out 
Of liieir own sand-pits to mix witli a goddess — 

For such all women are at first, no doubt. 

II0W beautiful that moment! and how odd is 
That fever whicli precedes the languid rout 
Of our sensations ! What a curious way 
The whole thing is of clothing souls in clay ! 



CANTO IX. 
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LXXVI. 

The noblest kiiul of love is love Plitotiic:il, 

To cud or to begin with; the next gruud 
Is tliat wiikh may be christen'd love caiiouical, 
Hocause the clc*rgy take the thing in hainl ; 
The third sort, to be noted in oua chronicle 
An llourisliing i!i every Christian land, 

Is, when chaste matrons tiA their other lies 
Add wIkiI may be call’d Murrio^'v in disf^uisc. 


LX \ VII. 

^Well, we won't analyse— our story must 
Tell ior itself ; the Sovereign was smitten, 

Juan much flatter’d by her love, or lust ; — 

I cannot slop to alter words once written, 

And the two are so luixM wdtli human liust, 

That he who namn one, both perchance may hit on 
hut in such matters Ru-ssia's mighty Knipress 
Behaved no better than a common sempstress. 
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Lxxvm. 

Tije whole court melted into one wide whisper, 
And all lips were ajiplied unto all ears! 

The elder ladies* wrinkles curl’d much crisper 
As tliey heliehl j the younger cast some leers 
On one anotlier, and each lovely lisper 
Smiled as she talk’d the matter o’er; but tears 
Of rivalsliij) rose in each clouded eye 
or all the standin{>; army who stood by. 


LXXIX. 

All the ambassadors of all the powers 
Inquired, Who was this very new young man, 
W^io promised to be great in some few hours? 

Which is full soon (though life is but a span). 
Already they beheld the silver showers 
Of rubles rain, as fast as specie can, 

Upon his cabinet, besides the jircsents 
Of several ribbons and some thousand peasants. 
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LXXX. 

Catherine was {generous, — all such ladies are : 

Love, that fjreat ojMiner of the heart and all 
The ways that lead there, he they near or far, 
Above, holow, by turnpikes great or small, — 
l.ove — though sJie liad a cursed taste for war, 

\nd was not llie best wife, unless sve call 
.Sueh Clyteinnestra ; though perhaps *lis letter 
That one should die, than two drag on the fetter;- 


LXXXI. 

hove had made Catherine make each lover’s forturnr, 

I lillke nur own half<-(:ljustc Klizabetli, 

Whose avarice all disbursements did importune, 

If liisfnry, the grand liar, ever saitb * 

The tiuth; and though grief lier old age might shorten, 
because she put a favourite to death, 

Her vile, ambiguous method of flirtation, 

And stinginess, disgrace her M'x and station 



nox 


( ANTO IX. 




lAXXII. 

lUil nlirii llic li.’vct: rojit’, aiul all was bustl<’ 

111 the «lissolvifi(; rircle, all the nations’ 
Aiiil)assjilor> l)r(]aii as ’iweic to hustle 

hound the yomi{; man with their con[;ratul.itions 

Also the softer silks were heard to rustle 

« 

Of ('cntle dames, aiiioii{* whose reiToations 
It IS to speculate on iLynisome faces, 

Ks|>«!Cijlly when such lead to hi{*h places. 


hxxxin. 

Juan, wlio found himself, he knew not how', 

A jjeneral ohjci t of attention, made 
IHs answers with a very graceful how, 

As if horn for the ministerial trade. 

Thou[;li modest, on his unembarrass’d brow 
Nature hatl written {{ontleiuan.” lie Said 
I.itlle, but to the purpose ; and bis manner 
Filling hovering (i races o’er him like a banner. 
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LXXXIV. 

An order from her Majesty eonsi[;n’il 
Our \oung lieutenant to tlie {jenial lare 
Of tliose in uillce : all the woild lookM kind 
(As if nill look sometimes with the first stare, 
Wliich joulli w'ould not art ill to keej> in mind , 
As also did Miss Prota.solV then there, 

Named, from her iiivstic ollice, ‘M’J'lprouveuse,” 

A term inevjilicahle to the Muse. 


lAXXV. 

With her then, as in humble duty bound, 

* Juan retired, — and so will 1, until 
My Pej^asus shall tire of touchinj' (ground. 

Wo have just lit on a “ Ileaveri-kissiu^; hill. 
So lofty that 1 feel ttiy brain turn round, 

And all my fancii s wliirltn^r like a mill; 
Which is a .si[;n*il to my nerves and brain, 

To take a quiet ride in some t^rcen lane. 
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Note i. 

liumanttY wnutd ri\4\ and thtmth-r “ AVo’ 

StUUr.l 1. llMf 

Query, Ney ? — Printer's Devil. 

Note u. 

ylnd send tfir ivntinrf brf 'itrr y nut ^atc 

.i s/iff nr two fmrn } tmr //fj ttnom nivafi. 

St ni/a \ i. Ill * 'I, 

** 1 at this time got n post, being for fatigue, with four 
others. — ^Ve wore seril to br<*ak bisruit, amJ make a 
mess for I. on! Wcllinglnn's hounds. I was very hnn- 
gry. and thought it a good job at the time?, ns wo got 
our own liil whd«’ we hiukc iho biscuit, — n thing f h;itl 
not got lor . some days. Wlicn thus engaged, the Pi o- 
digal Son svn.s noei once out of niv mind , and I .sighed, 
as } fell t)ie dogs, o\rr niy humble situation .ind my 
ruinofl liope.s.*’ — Jmtr-nal of n Sahlivrof the •jut 
durin^^ the /P'ar in Spain. 

Note 1 

Itecausc he. tnultl no more dttjest fits tttnntr. 

x.x\iii. I.iikt line. 

He was killed in a conspiracy, after his temper had 
been exasperated, by his extreme coslivity, to a degree of 
insanity. 
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NOTES TO r.AMO IX. 


NOTt 4 - 

yintt funl jnsl hutted the Jtiir- faced f^anshm. 

Stanza xlvii. Iasi iinr 

Flo WJis the “ grande passion” of the grande Cathe- 
rine. — Sec her Lives, under llie bend of f^anskoi.” 

Note 5. 

Hid ireiand'\ LnndonJerijr*s MnrtjueKn show 

fits parts of ipeeih. 

Stanza xlix. liiifs 3, 

This was written long before the suicide of iFtai 
person. • 

Note 6. 

J'fUir *' fortune''* w^s in a jatr tf/zv “ to swell 

** A man*"* as flilcs says* 

Sian/a Isiii. lint s 5, 7 

TIis fortune swells him, it is rank, he's married.” 
— Sir (tiles ()\ciTrarh ■, Massingek. — Sec “ A New ff^ar 
to Pay (dd nvbts," 



DON JUAN 


CANTO X. 


I. 

VVliKx Newton SAW an apple fall, lie found 
* ill tliat sli};lit startle from Ids contemplation — 
’Tis W//V/ (for I’ll not ansAver above f^round 
For any ,sii{5»:’s crccil or ralciiL'ition) — 

A mode of proving that tlic earth turn’d round 
In a most natural whirl, rail’d gravitation 
And thus is tlie sole mortal who could grapple, 
Since Adam, with a fall, or with an apple. 
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II. 

Mail fell wltli apples, aiul with apples rose, 

If tills be true ; for we must deem the mode 
111 wliieh Sir Isaac Newton couhi disclose, 

Tlirou(>li the then uiipa\ed stars, the turnpike ro. 
A thiii|> to counterbalance human woes ; 

i'or, ever .Hince, immortal man hath glow'd 
With all kiiuKs of mechanics, and full soon 
Steam-engines will conduct him to the moon. 


Ilf. 

And wherefore this exordium? — W4iy, just now', 
In taking up this paltry sheet of pa|)er, 

My bosom underwent a glorious glow, 

And my internal spirit cut a caper : 

And though so much inferior, as I know, 

To those who, hy the dint of glass and vapour, 
Discover stars, and sail in the W'ind's eye, 

I wish to do as much by poesy. 
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IV. 

Ill tliL* wind’s eye 1 hare .SciilM, ami sail ; but h>i 
The stars, I own my telescope is dim ; 

Ihil at the least I have shuiiiiM the common shoie. 

\imI, leaving* laud far out of si{;ht, would skini 
'file neeaii of Klcrnity . the roar ^ 

Of lireakers has not daiiiiteil my slij'ht, trim, 

I5iil still sea-worlliy skitf ; ajid slie may float 
here ships liave foiiiideiM, as doth many a lioat 


V. 

We left our hero, Juan, in the hloom 

Of favouritism, but not yet in the bluiih;-^ 
And far be it from my 3/i/.ve^ to presume 
( For 1 have more than one Muse at a pusli) 
To follow him beyond the drawin(;-room : 

It is eiiouf'li that fortune found him flusii 
Of youth, and vigour, beauty, and those things 
Which for an instant clip enjoyments wings. 



MON JLA' - 


TANTO X. 




VI. 

I>til soon llloy (;rtj\v a|vainand leave tlieir nest 
•‘Oil’.** sailli llu! Psalmist, “ that I had a dove's 
* Pinions, to (h-c away and be at rest !** 

And who, that recollects youiifj \oars and loves,— 
'riiou;;h hoarv now, and with a wilherinj* breast. 
And p.ilsied laiicy, which no lon<«er roves 
Ih'vund its diiniiiM e^e’s sphere, — hut would nun ii 
lallier 

Si{;li like his son, than cou{;h like his f;randfathei ^ 


Ml. 

but $i('lis subside, and tears (even widows’j shrink, 
Like Arno, in the summer, to a shallow. 

So narrow as to shame tlieir wintry brink, 

Which llireatens inundations de<;p and yellow! 
Such diirercnce dotii a few months make. You’d tliii 
Cirief a rich field which never would lie fallow ; 

No more it doth, its ploughs hut change their hoys| 
Who furrow some new soil to sow for jo)s. 



« AMO X. 
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Mil. 

lint rouylis Will romc wlicii sijjhs <lt.’|)inl — anil now 
And llicn in lnu- icmsc ; for oft tin- oin* 

Will Iniiij'; I In* oIIkt, oii* tlu* l.iki-liki.' Inou 
Is iiiiilrd l»N .1 wiihkU*, oi llio smi 
Of lili‘ H'.K'li’d Irii oMork : .iiid, wlidi’ a I'low, 
llrttir aiiil luirf .I'J ilay*ni|;li iloiU’, 

OVisjnr.id^ till; ilirrlv wliiili mm’iiin tOo pure for tlay, 
'I'ljoiiMiuls hla/e, love, hope? die — how liapjiy they!— ^ 


I\. 

I'ut .luan was iiol ineaul to die so soon. 

• We left liini iii the foiu> of stieli t;lory 
Vs may he won li\ l.i\oiir of the moon 
Or ladies’ fancies— ratln'i liMnsilory 
iVihaps ; hut who would seoni the month of Jum*, 
because IVeeinher, w ith his hie itli so hoar\, 

Must iome.^ Mueh rather .should he court the ray, 
To hoard up wannlh a{;am$t a wintry day. 
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X. 

rM'sidcs, he had some qualities which Ax 
Middlc-a(;od ladies even more than young : 

'riic loniier know what’s what ; while new-Aedged chii \ 
Know little more of love than what is sung 
In rhymes, or drcam’d (for fancy will play tricks) 

111 visions of tliuse skies from whence love sprun{; 
Some reckon women by their suns or years — 

I rather think the moon should date the dears. 


XI. 

\nd why? because she’s changeable and chaste. 

1 know no other reason, whatsoe’er 
Suspicious people, who And fault in haste, 

May choose to tax me with; which is not fair, 
Nor flattering to “ their temper or their taste,” 
\s luy friend Jeffery writes with sucli an air : 
However, I forgive him, and I trust 
He wdl forgive himself; — if not, I must. 
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XII. 

Old eiicinies wlio have bccoiiu* new friends 
Should so continue — ’lis a point of honour; 

And 1 know nothing; which could make amends 
For a return to hatred : I would shun her 
fiikc (jiirlick, howsoever she extends 

Her hundred arms .tiid legs, am^ fain outrun her 
Old flames, new wives, heroine our bitterest foes— 
F.on verted foes should scoili to join with those. 


XIII. 

'I'liis were the worst desertion ; reuegadoes, 

, hven sliuliiing Southey — that incarnate lie — 
Would scarcely join again the “ refornudoes,’’ * 
Whom lie forsook to fill the laureate’s sly ; 

And honest men, from Iceland to llarbadocs, 
Whetlier in Oaledon or Italy, 

Sliould not veer round with every breath, nor seize*, 
To pain, the iiioineiit when you cease to please. 
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XIV. 

I lit! lawyer and the critic hut behold 
The baser sides of literature and life, 

\ijd nou{;lil rciiiaiiis unseen, but much untold, 
by those w ho scour those double vales of strife 
While coinnion men {jrow i{}norantly old, 

'I he lawyer’s itrief is like the surgeon's knife, 
Oissecting tlic wliole inside of a (|uestion. 

\nd w'ith it «ill the protcss of digestion. 


XV. 

\ legal broom’s a moral chimncy-sw’ecper, 

And that’s the reason he himseirs so dirty; 
The cntllcss snot * bestow'S a tint far deeper 
I'liaii can hr hid by altering his shirt ; he 
hetains the sable stains of tlie dark creeper — 
Vt least somi‘ tw’cnly-nine ilo out of thirty, 
In all their habits : — ISot soj ouy 1 own ; 

\s (krsar wore his robe you w'oar your gown. 
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\M. 

And all niir litllc loads, at loast all rmm\ 

Dear .Tj'flVi y, ontc in\ most mloulttod loo 
’\s i.ir .IS iliyiiu’ .uni riitiolsni coiidiino 
’lo mako sucli |iiip|)Ols of us lluii{;s lu*l(uv), 

An* <.\or : lloiv's .1 lif.dtii lu \uM Sviiol*’ 

I do not know wm, and iii.iy iiovor know 
Vour f.ioo. — l»ul you li.wo acted on tin* 

Most iiolitv, and 1 own it 7iom mv soul. 


XMI. 

And win'll 1 use llic phrase of Auld Lan{} Sync I” 

’Tis not adtIi’osM to \ou — the more’s the pity 
Tor me, for I wouhl lalht r take my wine 

With \7»u, than au^ht (Nave Srolt, in your proud city. 
I' Ut somehow,— it may seem a sihoolhoy’s whine, 

And yet I seek not to he (jraiut nor witty, 
hut I am half a Scot by birth, and bred 
A whole one, and my heart flies to niy head, — 


I. 
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XVIII. 

As “ Auld Lanp Sync” brings Scotland, one and all, 
Scotch plaids, Scotch snoods, the blue hills, and cIimi 
streams, 

1 he Dee, the Don, balgounic's Rrig’s black 
All iny boy feelings, all niy gentler dreams 
Of what I then dtvamtj clothed in their own pall, 

Like bainjuo’s offspring — floating past me seems 
My chddliood in this childishness of mine : 

I care not— ’tis a glimpse of “ Auld Lang Sync.” 


XIX. 

And though, as you remember, in a fit 
Of wrath and rhyme, when juvenile and curly, 

I rail'd at Scots to show my wrath and wit, 

Which must be own'd was sensitive and surly. 

Yet ’tis in vain such sallies to permit— 

They cannot quencli young feelings fresh and early : 
I “ scnU'JiiJ^ not kill'd, ” the Scotchman in iny blood, 
And love the land of “ mountain and of flood.” 
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XX. 

Don Juan, who was real or ideal, — 

For both are much the same, since wliat men think 
Hxists wilt'll the once thinkers are less real 
Th in what the) thou^jht, for mind can never sink, 
\!i(l ’i;aitist the body nukes a strong a|)|ieaLj 
And >el Tis very [)u/./liiig on the brink 
(d' wiut IS callM Klernity, to stare, 

\nd know no more of what is here, than there:—* •« 


XXI. 

Hon Juan grew a very polisird Russian — 

• How we won’t mention, why we need not say : 
Few youthful minds can stand the strong concussion 
Of any slight temptation in their w'ay ; 

But his just now were spread as is a cushion 
Smoothed for a monarch's seat of honour : gay 
Damsels, and dances, revels, ready money, 

Made ice seem Paradise, and winter sunny. 
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XXII. 

The favour of the Empress was aj^recahlc ; 

And, though the duty wax’d a lillli; hard, 
Young people at his tiiiio of life should be abh’ 
To ronie off hainlsomely iu that regard, 
lie now was growing up like a green tree, able 
I'or love, war, or and>ilion, 'which reward 
Their lucki<'r \olaries, till old age’s tedium 
Make some prefer the circulating medium. 


XXIIl. 

About this time, as might have been anticipated, 
Seduced by jouth ami dangerous examples, 
Don Juan grew, I fear, a lilllo dissipated ; 

Which is a sad tiling, and not only tramples 
t)n onr fiTsli feelings, hut — as being participated 
With all kinds of incorrigible samples 
Of frail humanity — must make us sellish, 

And shut our souls up in us like a slieU-fisti. 
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• Ins wi* ]kins ovtT \\V will also ]uss 
I lit; usual nro;;i(*ss tif iM’lwt’fii 

\ n(< inl JuatilifN, siu li as an', alas! 

V ynn;' liiMiti iMiil’s with a not (‘A/ Quiain. 

Hut oiifuliM is not so youthful as slu* was 
III .ill ill* lONally of swfot .st'vfuli'cu. 

uaN swav iiiati'ii il>, hut not maltrr, 
\iiil Wiinkhs (llu* tl— tl (loiiiocrals) won't flatter. 


xxv. 

\iul Dealli, the vivoicifjiis’ SoviTcii’ii, thoujjh the p.rt al 
(iiarclins of all nu>it.alitv, who lovi’ls 
Willi his v/,;»ro;7/'7 laws, the hi^jh estate 
Of him wlio feasts, aiul ri{;hts, ami roars, anil revels, 
To one small f;rass-f,rown patch (which must await 
(’orruplioii for its crop) witli the poor devils 
Wlio never had a foot of land till now,— 

Death’s a reformer, all men must allow. 
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[<> iiv(Ml (not Death, hut Juan) in a hurry 

Of waste, and haste, and glare, and gloss, ana glitter, 

II this gay rliinc of bear-skins black and fury — 

Which (though I hale to say a thing tha-^s bitter, 

Ve|) out soinetiines, when things are in i flurry. 

Til rough all the “ purple and line luen,” fitter 

’’or baliyloirs than Hussia’s roval harlot— 

» * 

^iid iieutrarue her outward show of scarlet. 


XWII. 

And this same state we won't describe : we would 
Perhaps from Itearsay, or from recollection ; 

Ihil getting nigh grim Dante's oliscure wood,” 

That horrid equinox, that hateful section 
Of human years, that half-way liouse, that rude 

llul, whence wise travellers drive with circumspoclion 
Life’s sad po8t-horst*s o'er the dreary frontier 
Of age, and, looking back to youtli, give one tear; — 
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1 w'oii't describe — that is, if I can help 
l)csiTi|)lif)n ; and I won’t reflect — that is, 

If 1 can slave olT thoii(;ht, wdiicli — as a wlitdp 
Cliiif's to its teat — sticks to me tlirou{*li tlicabys> 
Of this odd labyrinth ; or as the kelp 
llohU by the rock ; or as a lover’s kiss 
Drains its first 4lrau|;ht of lips:-*but, as I said, 

1 ov>n*r philosoplii/a;, and tvill be read. ^ 


XXIX. 

.hi.'in, instead of courting courts, was courted, 

• ' \ thing wJiicIi iiappens rarely ; this he owed 
IMiicli to his youtJi, and much to his reported 
Valour ; much also to the blood he show'd, ’ 
fake a race-horse ; much to each dress he sporUrd, 
Which set the lieauty off in which he glow’d, 
As puqdc clouds 2>efriuge the sun; Lut most 
lie owed to an old woman and his |»ost. 
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Ur winti; to Spain ; — and all his near relations, 
IV*rcfivin{; In? was in a liandsonu; Aray 
OI‘ j'.ellinp, on liiinsrlf, and fitidini; stations 
I'or (ousiiis also, answorM the same day. 
Several piepared llieinsclves for eiui{];ialioii.s ; 

And, calin{{ iees, Avere (M i'lieard to say, 

I’hat with the addition of a slijjht pelisse, 
Madrid’s and Moscow’s climes aaxtc of a-piece. 


XXXI. 

Ills inother, Donna Inez, findin^v too 
That in the lieu ot drawing; on Ills banker. 

Wljoi*(' Ins assets AA'cre Avaxinp, rather few, 
lie had brou^;lit his spendin{j to a Itandsome anchor, — 

Replied, “ that she A\as pj.id to sec him throu[;h 
“ Those pleasures after ATliich Avild youth will hanker 
As the sole sign of man’s being in his senses 
Is, learning to reduce his past expenses. 
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She also rcconmit'iidrd liiin to (Votl, 

‘‘ ind no lt*s> to (lod’s Son, as well as Mother, 
WaiiiM liiiii aj;»inst reek-worship, wliich looks odd 
“ 111 rathnlic eu*s ; hut tohl him loo to smotlicr 
dislike, whiili iloii’t look well abroad: 
liiiorinM him that ii«! had a little hrothcr 
•* horn in a seioml wcdlork ; ^iiid above 
' All, praised llie Kmjircss^s watcrnal love 


XX xm. 

“ She rould not too iiiurh fjivc her approbation 
• “ I nlo an impress, who preferiM u»uii|' men 

Whose a|;e, ainl, what w'as belter still, whose nation 
And climate, stopp’d all seaiiilal ^now and iTieri); — 
Vt home it mi|;lil li.ivc {;iven Iier sonn* vexation ; 

“ Hut where thermometers sunk down to ten, 

“ Or five, or one, or y.ero, she could never 
believe that virtue thaw’d liefore the river ” 
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Oh for a fortj ^parson power ^ to chaunt 
Thy praise, Hypocrisy ! Oh for a liyniii 
Loud as the virtues thou dost loudly vaunt, 

Not practise! Oh for trumps of clicrubinil 
Or the ear-triiinpcl of iny (jood old aunt, 

Who, thougli her spectacles at last grew dim, 
Drew <|met consolition tlirougli its hint, 

Wlicn she no more could read the pious print. 


XXXV 

.She was no hypocrite, at least, poor soul ! 

Rut went to Heaven in as sincere a way 
As any body on the elected roll, 

Which portions out upon the judgment day 
Ileaveirs frecliolds, in a sort of doomsday scroll, 
Such as the conqueror William did repay 
His knights with, lotting others properties 
Into some sixty thousitiid new knights* fees. 
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I can't complain, wliosc ancestors arc there, 

Kriieis, Radulplius— eight-anil-forty manors 
( If tint iny memory doth not (peally err) 

Were tlicir reward for following Hilly’s banners ; 
And, tliou{’li I can’t help thinking 'iwas scarce fair 
To strip the Saxons of their hydesy'* like tinners. 
Yet as tlicy founded churches with the produce, 
You’ll deem, no doubt, tfiey put it to a good use. 


XXXVII. 

\ he gentle Juan Nourish’d, though at times 
• He felt like other plauts— call'd sensitive, 

Which shrink from touch, as iiionarchs do from rhymes, 
Save such as Southey can afford to give. 

Perhaps he long’d, in bitter frosts, for dimes 
In which the Neva’s ice would cease to live 
before May-day : ^lerhaps, despite his duty, 

In royalty’s vast arms he sigh’d for beauty : 
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Perliaps, — but, sms perliaps, we need not seek 
For causes youi]{; or old : the caiikcr-woriu 
Will feed upon llie fairest, freshest cheek, 

As well as fuither drain the witlier’d form: 

flare, like a house-keeper, briti^^s every week 

« 

Ills bills in, and, however we may storm, 

They must be paid : thou^jh six days smoothly run, 
The seventh will bring blue devils or a dun. 


XXXIX. 

I don't know how it was, but he grew sick : 

The Kmpress was al.iriii’d, and her physician 
(The same who physicM Peter) found the tick 
ik his fierce pulse betoken a condition 
Whicli augur’d of the dead, however /fuick 
hsidf, and showM a feverish disposition ; 

At which the whole court was extremely troubled, 

The Sovereign shock’d, and all his medicines doubled. 
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XL. 

Low wero tlio whispers, inanilbhi the rumours : 

Some said he ii.ul been poisoiiM by Potemkin . 
Olliers talk’d learnedly of certain tumours, 
Kvliaiistiori, or disorders of tin* same kin; 

Some said *twas .i concoction of the humours, 
Which witli the hlood too readily will claim kin : 
Others a[;aia wen; ready U) maintain, 

“ Twas only the fati(juc of last caiiipai(;n.’' 


XLI. 

Put here is one prescription out of many : 

“ Sodsc-Sulphat. 3. vi. 3. s. Manna* optiiii. 

“ Aq. fervent. F. 3. i.ss. 3ij. tinct. Seritia; 

“ llaiistus” ( And here the sur(;eon cainc and cupp’d 
him) 

“ 1^. Pulv. Com. gr. iii. Ipecacuanhas” 

(W’ith more be.side if Juan had not stopp’d 'em.* 

** bolus Potassa: Sulpliurct. sumenduSi 
£t haustus ter. in die capiendus.** 
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'rbis is tlic way pliysicians mend or end us, 
Secundum artein : hut although we sneer 
III health — when ill, we call them to attend us. 
Without tlie least propensity to jeer : 

While that “ huitus maxiine deflendus/' 

To be fiUM up by spade or mattock, 's near. 
Instead of gliding graciously down Lethe, 

We tease mild baillie, or soft Abcrnethy. 


XLIII. 

Juan demurred at this first notice to 
Quit; and, though death had tlircaten’d an ejection, 
Ifi: youth and constitution bore him through, 

And sent the doctoi^ in a new direction. 

But still his state was delicate : the hue 
Of health but liickerM with a faint reflection 
Along his wasted cheek, and seem’d to gravel 
The facuUy—who said that he must travel. 
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Tlic climate was too cold, they said, for him, 
Mei'idiaii-horn, to bloom in. This opinion 
Miulii tin- chaste Catherine look a little grim, 

VVJio did not like at tirst to loose her minion : 
r>ut whtMi slio saw his dazzling eye^ wax dim, 

And drooping like an eagle’s with clipp’d pinion, 
She then resolved to send him on a mission, 

Hut in a style becoming his condition. 


XLV. 

There was just then a kind of a discussion, 

• A sort of treaty or negociation 
Between the British cabinet and Hussian, 
MainUin’d with all the dur prevarication 
With which great stitcs such tilings are apt to push 
Somettiing about the B^iUic’s navigation. 

Hides, train-oil, tallow, and the riglits of Tlietis, 
Which Britons deem their uti [>ossidctis.’' 
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So Catlici’inc, wlio had a handsome way 
Of fitting; out lior favourites, conferrM 
This secret charge on Juan, to display 
At once her ro^ul splendour, and reward 
Ills .services* He ki.SssM hand.s tlie next day, 

Received instructions how to play liis card, 

Was laden with all kinds of gifts and honours, 

Which show’d what great discernment was the donor' 


XLVIT. 

hut she was lucky, and luck's all. Your Queens 
Are generally prosperous in reigning i 
Which puzzles us to know what fortune means. 

But to continue : though her years were waning. 
Her climacteric teased her like her teens ; 

And though her dignity hrookM no complaining, 
So much did Juan's setting off distress her, 

She could not find at first a fit successor. 
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XLVIII. 

liut Time, the comforter, will come at last ; 

Ami i'our-aiid-twenty hours, anil twice that numhei 
Of camlidates rei|uestin{; to be placed. 

Made (iatiieriiie taste next iiii^lit a ([uiet sluinl)Ci : — 
Not tliat site meant to Hx a{;;ain in haste, 

Nor did slie inid the quantity encumber, 
hut, always choosiii(; with deliberation, 

Kept the plact* open for their emulation. 


XLIX. 

While this hif^h post of honour’s in al>eyaiic(', 

• For one or tw’o days, reader, we request 
YouTl mount with our young hero the convcyan^i* 
Which wafted him from Petersburgli : the licst 
Barouche, which bad the glory to display once 
The fair Czarina*.s autocratic crest 
(When, a new Iphigone, she went to Tauris), 

Was given to her favourite, ® and now bore his. 
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\ hull-dog, and a bull-finch, and an ermine, 

All private favourites of Don Juan ; for 
(Let deeper sages the true cause determine) 

He liad a kind of inclination, or 
Weakness, for }vhat most people deem mere vermin’ 
Live animals : — an old maid of threescore 
For cats and birds mor^ penchant ne'er display’d, 

’ Although he was not old, nor even a maid. 


LL 

The animals aforesaid occupied 
Their station : tiiere were valets, secretaries, * 

1q other vehicles; but at Lis side 
Sat little Leila, who survived the parries 
He made ’gainst Gossacque sabres, in the wide 
Slaughter of Ismail. Though my wild Muse varies 
Her note, she don’t forget the infant girl 
Whom he preserved, a pure and living pearl. 
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Poor little tliin{' ! She was a$ fair as docile. 

Ami with that {gentle, serious characltM*, 

As rare in living beings as a fossilc 
Man, 'midst tli\ mouldy iiiaiiiinoths/* gram) Cuvier!” 
Ill fitted with iier ignorance to jo«4ie 
With this oVrwIielming worhl, wliere all must cir: 
But she was yet but ten ye^rs old, and therefore 
Was tranquil, though she lincw not wliy or wliercfore. 


jjir. 

Don Juan loved her, and she loved him, as 
• Nor brother, father, sister, daughter love. 

I cannot tell exactly wliat it was ; 

lie was not yet quite old enough to prove 
Parental feedings, and tlie other class, 

Call'd brotherly affection, could not move 
His bosom— for be never had a sister : 

Ah ! if he liad, how much he would liave mis^d her ! 



And still less Wits it sensual; for besides 
Tliitt lie was not an ancient debauchee 
(Who like soui fruit to stir their veins* salt tides, 
As acids rouse a dormant alkali), 

Altliou^ii ('/ happen as our planet guides) 
llis youth was not the chastest that might be, 
There was tiie purest platonism at bottom 
Of all his leclings— only he forgot *eiii. 


LV. 

Just now there was no peril of temptation; 

lie loved the infant orphan he had saved, 

As patriots (now and then) may love a nation ; 

His pride too felt that she was not enslaved, 

Owing to him as also her salvation, 

Througli bis means and the church*s, might be pavedj 
Hut one thing's odd, which here must be inserted — 
The little Turk refused to be converted. 
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LVI. 

Twas slMn[je cnouf^li she shoulil retain the i in press ion 
Through such ji scene of change, aiul dread, and 
slniiglilor ; 

lUil, tlioiigii tlirce hisitops told her tlic transgression, 
She showM a great didike lo l^oly watiT : 

Siie also had no passion for confession ; 

Perhaps she had nothing to confess r— no inattci , 
Whate er the cause, the church made little of it-^ 

She still held out that Mahomet was a prophet. 


LVII. 

In fact, the only Christian she could bear 
' Was Juan, whom she seem’d to have selected 
In place of what her liome and friends once were. 

lie naturally loved what he protected j 
And thus they form’d a rather curious pair: 

A guardian green in years, a w^ard connectefi 
III neither clinic, time, blood, with her defender; 
And yet this want of lies made ihcir's more tender. 
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They journey’d oti throu{>li Poland and through Warsaw, 
Famous for mines of salt and yokes of iron : 
Through Courlaiid also, which that famous farce saw 
Whicli gave her dukes the graceless name of Bi- 
ron.**" 

'Tis tlie same landscape which the modern Mars saw, 
Who march’d to Moscow, led by Fame, the syren ! 
,To lose, by one month’s frost, some twenty years 
Of conquest, and his guard of grenadiers. 


LIX. 

bet not this seem an anti-climax : — “Oh ! 

“ My Guard ! my old guard !” exclaim’d that God 
of clay. — 

Think of the Thunderer’s falling down below 
Carotid-^rtery-cuttiiig Castlereagh !— 

Alls! that glory should be chiU’d by snow! 

But, should we wish to warm us, on our way 
Through Poland, there is Kosciusko’s name 
Might scatter fire through ice, like Uecla’s flame. 
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LX. 

From Poland they came on through Prussia Proper, 
Aiul Kouingsberg the capital, whose vaunt, 
Besides some veins of iron, lead, or copper, 

Has lately l>ecn tlie great Professor Kant. 

Juan, who eared not a tobacco-stopper 
About pliilosophy, pursued liis jaunt 
To Germany, wliose somewhat tanly millions 
Have princes who spur iuo*re than their postilions.^ 


LXI. 

And thence through Berlin, Dresden, and the like, 
t Until lie reach'd the castellated Bliine : — 

A’c glorious Gothic scenes! how much ye strike 
All phantasies, not even excepting mine : 

A grey wall, a green ruin, ruMy pike, 

Make my soul pass the equinoctial line 
Between the present and pst worlds, and hover 
Upon their airy confine, half-seas-over. 
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Hut .luan posted on tlirough Manheim, Bonn, 
Which Drachcnfols frowns over, like a spectre 
Of llic {jood feudal times for ever gone, 

On wiiicli I have not time just now to lecture. 
From llicncc lie was drawn onwards to Cologne, 
A city which presents to the inspector 
hleven thousand maidenheads of bone, 

^Tlie greatest number flesh hath ever known. ^ 


LXIII. 

From thence to IfoUand’s Hague and Ilelvoetsluys, 
That water land of Dutchmen and of ditches, 
Where junijier expresses its best juice — 

\he poor man’s sparkling substitute for riches. 
Senates and sages have condemn’d its itsc — 

But to deny the mob a cordial which is 
Too often all the clothing, meat, or fuel 
(ioofi government has left them, seems but cruel 
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llore he emharkM, ainl, with a flowing sail, 

Went boundinj; for the island of the free, 

Towards wlilch the impatient wind blew h.dl .1 j'ale 
dasliM llie ^^pr.iy, the bows dippM in I lie stM. 
\n<l sea-siek passeng<*rs turnM sopicwhat p.ile: 

but Juan, Si‘asun'd, as he well iiu(;ht 
r>y former voya(;es, stood Jo walrli the skilVN 
VVliith pass’d, or catch the first (;linipse of the ilitT?*. 


LXV. 

At length tliey rose, like a while wall aloiij; 

The blue sea’s border ; and Don Juan fell — 
What even young Jitrangers feel a lillle strong^ 

At the first sight of Albion’s chalky lielt — 

A kind of pride tliat he should lie among 

Those hauglity sliop-kee|H*rs, who sternly deall 
Their goods and edicts out from pole to pole, 

And made the very billows pay them toll. 
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I li.iM' 110 gicat taUsSc to lo\c that spot of earth, 

Wlutli lioUis what mightha^e been the noblest nation 
i!ut, thou{;h 1 owe it little but my birth, 

1 a iiiLvM re{'rot and veneration 
I'or it!» drcayin(’ fame and former worth. 

Seven ytvirs (the usual term of transportation; 

Of absence lay one's old resentments level, 

)Vheu a man's country \ going to the devil. 


LX MI. 

Alas! could she but fully, truly, know 
How her great name is now throughout abhorr'd; 
How eager all the earth is for the blow 
A^hich shall lay bare her bosom to the sword ; 
How all the nations deem her their worst foe, 

That worse than worst of foes — the once adored 
False friend, who held out freedom to mankind. 

And now would chain them, to the very mind 
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Would she be proud, or boast herself the free, 
Who is but first of slaves? The natious arc 
111 prison ; but the jailor, wliat is he ? 

No less a victim to the bolt and bar. 

Is the poor privilege to turn the key 
Tpon llie captive, freedom? lie's as far 
From the enjoyment of the earth and air 
Who watches oVr the chain, as they who wear. 


LXIX. 

Don Juan now saw Albion’s earliest beauties— 

> Thy (liflTs, thar Dover! harbour, and liotcl; 
Thy custoin-liouse, with all its delicate duties ; 

Thy waiters running mucks at every bell ; 

Thy packets, all whose passengers arc^ liootics 
To tliose who u(>on land or water dwell ; 

And last, not least, to strangers uniiistrucled, 

Thy long, long bills, whence uotliing is deducted. 



UON JIJAX. 


TaNTO X. 


•>6B 


LXX. 

.Ilian, thoufvh careless, young, and magnifique, 

And rich in rubles, diamonds, cash, and credit, 
Who did not limit much his bills per week, 

Act star(‘d at tliis a little, though he paid it — 
(His inaggior <luqmo, a smart, subtle Greek, 

iV'foie him siimmM the awful scroll and read it : 
r>ut doubtless as the air^ though seldom sunny, 
h free, the respiration’s worth the money. 


LXXT. 

» 

On with the Iiorsi's ! Off to Canterbury ! 

'rramp, tramp oVr pebble, and splasli, splash through 
puddle ; * 

lliimh ! how swiftly speeds the post so merry ! 

Not like slow Germany, wherein they muddle 
\long the road, as if they went to bury 
Their fare ; and also pause, besides, to fuddle 
itli “ schnapps” — sad dogs! whom “ Ilundsfot” or 
“ Forflucter” 

Affect no more than lightning a conductor. 



C^VTO 




Lxxn. 

^ow, tlitM'e is notliiiif; fjivos a man such spirits, 
laMV(‘ninf; his hlood as tiavcnne dotli a curryf 
As (joinj; at full sjuTil — no inatlor where* its 
Dircclioii Iw, so His full in a hurry, 

\im1 merely for llie sake of its own merits : 

For tin* le-^s e.iuse there is for all tliis flurry , 
The greater is the [Measure in arrivinf' 

M the {peat < nd of travel — which is drivinf;. 


LXXlll. 

They saw at Fanteihury the fialhedral ; 

lilack Kdwanl’s h<*lin, ami lk?ckel^s hlomiy stone, 
Were pointed out as usual by the bcdral, 

In Hic same cjuaiiit, uninterested tone : — 

There’s |»lory ajjaiii for you, fjentle n:*adcr! all 
Knds in a rusty casi^ue and dubious Ikmic, 
Half-solved into those sodas or nia{j;nesia9, 

Which form tiiat liittcr draught, the human s[»ecies. 



'i*0 


DO\ JLAX. 


CANTO X. 


J.XXIV. 

riic cfTrct on Juan was of course sublime : 

He brcailieil a tliousarul (Iressys, as he saw 
'I hat casque, whii'li iicv(‘r stoop’d, except to Time. 

Kveii llie bold churcliinaii’s tomb excited awe, 
Who died in the then Great attempt to climb 
OVr kin(;s, wlio rtow at least tnitst talk of law, 
Itoibre lliey butcher. Little Leila G^zed, 

4 lid ask'd why such a structure iiad been raised : 


LXXV. 

\nd, beirq; told it WMS (»od’s house/’ she said 
He was well lodged, Iml only w'onder'd how 
lie suflerM infidels in his homestead, 

TFio cruel iSazarenes, who liad laid low 
His holy temples in the lands which bred 
The true Mievers ; — and her infant brow 
Was bent with grief that Mahomet should resign 
\ niosi^ue so noble, (lung like pearls to swine. 



CA.NTO X. 


LXXVK 

On, on ! tlii'ou{*li meadows, iiiana^^ed like a (jardeti, 
A paradise of liops and production , 

For, after years of travel by a bard in 
(Countries of greater bc.it but Icss4,*r suction, 

A gieeii Held is a sight which makes him pardon 
'fho absence of tliat more huldime construction, 
Whicli mixes up vines, idivcs, precipices, 
tilaciers, \ohaiios, oranges, and ices. 


LXXVII. 

And when I think upon a pot of lH*cr 

• Hut 1 won't weep ! — ami so, drive on, postilions ! 
As the smart boys spurt’d f.ist in tlicii career, 

Juan admired these liighwass of free millions; 

A country in all senses the must dear 
To foreigner or native, save some silly ones, 

Who kick against the pricks” just at this juncture, 
And for their pains get only a fresh puncture. 





HON Jl’AN. 


tan TO X. 


Lxxvni. 

Wh:a a <ieli['litful tliiii{’*s a turnpike-roail ! 

So smooth, so lcvt:1, such a mode of sliavin(; 

Tin* earth, as scarce the eagle in the V)road 

Air can accomplish, with his wide wings waving. 
Had such been cut in Phac^ton’s time, the find 
Had t(dd his son to satisfy his craving 
With the York mail ; — but, onward as we roll, 

“ Surgit amari aliquid** — the toll! 


lAXlX. 

Mas ! how deeply painful is all payment I 
Take lives, take w'ivcs, take aught except men’s purse 
\s M.uhiavirl shows tliOM* in purple raiment. 

Such is the shortest way to general curses. 

1‘hey hate a murderer much less than a claimant 
On that sweet ore, which every ho<ly nurses: — 

Kill a man’s family, and he may brook it — 

Hut keep your hands out of his breeches' pocket. 





CANTO 


OON 


1-3 


LXXX. 

So said llio Florciiline : yo monarclis. hearken 
1 o your instructor. Juan now was borne. 

Just as the day bo|;an lo wane and darken, 

O or the hi|;h hill which looks with pride or scorn 
Toward the {jrcMl city : — ye w’ho ^^.'lve a spark in 
Y »ur veins of (lockney spirit, smile or mourn, 
Accordini; as you tike thii^^s well or ill — 

Hold liritons, W'C are now on Shooter’s 11 lU ! 


LXXXI. 

The sun went down, the smoke rose up, as from 
A half-unquencliM volcano, oVr a space 
Which well bcsceinM the Devirsdrawinfj-rooni.” 

As some have qualified that wondrous place. 
lUil Juan felt, thoup^h not npproachinf; Aowe, 

As one who, thoup,h he were not of the rare, 
Revered the soil, of those true sons the mother 
Who butcher'd half the cartli, and hulhed toother '• 



UO.V JUAN. 


CANTO X. 




LXXXII. 

\ tniglity mass of brick, and smoke, and shipping, 
Dirty and dusky, but as wide as eye 
Could reach, with here and there a sail just skipping 
In sight, then lost amidst the forestry 
Of masts ; a wilderness of steeples peeping 
On tiptoe, through their sea-coal canopy ; 

\ huge, dun cupola, like a foolscap crown 
^)ii a fool’s head — and there is London town ! 


Lxxxni. 

T)Ut Juan saw not this: each wreath of smoke 
Appear’d to him but as the magic vapour 
Of some alchvmic furnace, from whence broke 
The wealth of worlds (a wealth of tax and paper) 
The gloomy clouds, whicli o’er it as a yoke 
Vre bow’d, and put the sun out like a taper, 
Were nothing but the natural atmosphere — 
Extremely wholesome, though but rarely clear. 



< A\TO X. 


l?'*N JlA%. 


LXXXIV. 

He paused — and so will 1 — as dolli a i-rew 
Before they (jivc llicir Broadside. By and By, 
My (jeiitle counlrNiiieii, we will renew 
Our old an|uaintatice ; and at least 1*11 try 
To tell you truths i on will not lake as true, 
Because they are so :~a male Mrs. Try, 

With a soft Besom will I sweep sour halls, 

And Brush a web or two from olT the walls 


LXXXV. 

Oh, Mrs. Fry I why yo to Newgate ? Why 
» Preach to poor ro(;ues ? And wherefore not bcRiii 
With C — It — n, or with oilier Bouses.^ Try 
Your Band at Jiardeu’d and imperial sin. 

To mend the people’s an aBsunlity, 

A jargon, a mere pliilatiiliropic din, 

Unless you make llieir lictters lK*llcr : — Fie I 
1 thougiit you had more religion, Mrs. Fry. 



1>0\ JL'AV. 


CANTO X. 
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LXXXVI. 

1\:acli them the decencies of good threescore : 

(iur<; them of tours, Hussar and Higliland dresses : 
Tell them tliat youth once gone returns no more; 

That hired huzzas redeem no land’s distresses: 
Tell them Sir \y — ll — m (I — rt — s is a bore, 

Too dull even for the dullest of excesses — 

The witless Talstaft' of >1 hoary Hal, 

» \ fool whose hells have ceased to ring at all ; — 


hXXXVIl. 

Toll them, though it may he perhaps too late 
On life’s worn confine, jaded, bloated, sated, * 

I'o set up vain pretences of being great, 

'Tis not so to be good ; and be it stated, 

The worthiest kings have ever loved least state ; 

And tell them— — but you won’t, and I have prated 
.lust now enough ; but by and by ITl prattle 
Like Roland’s horn in Roncesvalles’ battle. 



NOTES TO CAiVTO X. 


Notf. I. 

U nuftl fiit/t 4t£,unn the “ teffnnmiortJ** 

St.tll/ki XMl. iilir 3. 

Kcrorniers," or jatlirr '* Reformed.” i’he Daron 
Dradwui'iJiiic, lu Wineilo)-, is aiithonly idr ihc word 

Mote 

7'/<< ffulh'ijs hv\tn\\>\ tt tint Jtiv dtrpvf 

I t tin < an Ac hni t‘y attrun^ hiy \ftut. 

S(au/ii \\ lines j 
Qncr \ , still ? — PniNTEu’s Devil. 

Mute 3. 

Bal^oumci Muuk ssaii. 

Si.iii/.i Will. Inn- ^ 

The brii' ui' Don, near the auld loun ' ol A^x’ideco, 
with its one aivh and its lilack deep .salmon stream liclow, 
\s in niy mcinorv a.s yesterday. 1 ^lill remember, though 
perhaps 1 may misquote^ thenwlul pro\erh which made 
me pause to cross it, anil yet lean over it with a chilJjsh 
delight, being an only son, at least by the mother's side. 
The saying as recollected by me was tliis — but I have 
never heard or seen it since 1 was nine years of age 

“ Brig of Bnigoiinic, hhitA's yonr tvrt’; 

** Wi^ a wife's ar ion and a mcar's ac foal^ 

“ Doun yc »buJl fa’.'” 
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NOTES TO CANTO X. 


Note 4* 

Ohyjhr a foiiy-paison power tQ chaunt 

I'hy prai^v, Hypocnsy I 

Stanra line^ i, 9 . 

A inctaplior taken from the “ forly-liorsc power” 
oi a sleam-ciiginc. That iiitid wag, the Kcvcren<l S. S., 
sitting hy a brolhcM'-t'Icrgyinan al dinner, observed af- 
lcrwar<ls llial liis dull ncig)i!M)ur had a t\sfehc^par~ 
son power' of conversation. 

Note 5. 

7fi strip the Snxam of thti, liydes, iike tanners. 

Siama line 6. 

** Ilydc.” — I believe a hyde of land to be a legitimate 
word, and as such subject to (be tax of a quibble. 

Note 6. 

/f '/!.« js*ipe/i to her fautninte^ and now bore his. 

• Staii/a xlix. last line. 

The Fniprcss went to the Crimea , accompanied by 
the Emperor Joscpli, in the year — I lorget which. 

Note 7. 

kFhich giwe her duhes dte graceless name Hiron.^^ 

Slnii/a Ixiii. lino 4* ■ 

In the Empress Anne's time, Biren her favourite as- 
sumed (lie name and arms of tlie Biroas" of France, 
which families are yet extant with that of England. 
There arc still the daughters of Coiirland of that name ; 
one of them 1 remember seeing in England m the blessed 
year of the Allies — tlic Duchess of S. — to whom the 
English Duchess of S ■ — — t presented me as a name- 
sake. 



notes to canto X. 




Noti 6. 

Eletfen thnusami mnulcnhcatiM oflfmr, 

'ilic greatest numhir flesh hath. €*i rf Ano^rri. 

SiAiu.! l\ii. lines 7, B. 

St. Ursula and her eleven thousand Tiigins were still 
extant in 1816. and may i)o ro yet as nuicli as ever. 

Note 9. 

lEhn Imicher^tl halj the earthy and hiiUied t'other 
StJiira Ixxxl. last line 




DON JUAN. 


■ ' ■■■ y ' 

CANTO XI. 


K 

\Vfji:.v liisliop licrkclcy said tlicre was no inuttrr/' 
Ami proved il — *fwai no matter wlial hr said : 

1 licy say his system ’tis in vain to batter, 

Too subtle for the airiest human head ; 

And yet who can lielievc it? I would shatter 
Cladly all matters down to stone or lead, 

Or adamant, to find the world a spirit, 

And wear my head, denying that I wear it. 
v«)i. xi\ 1 3 
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DON JUAX. 


CANTO XI. 


II. 

VVliat a siiltliino disrovny ’twns to make the 
Chiiviriso iinivtMsal ^•(;otism ! 

Tlial all \ ideal — nil oui .\rl\>r^ ! 1*11 stake llie 

World (he it what you will; that thnl's no .scliisiii. 
Oil, l)ouI)t! — if thou he'st Doubt, for whirli soiiu! t.ik 
thee, 

Hut whii'h 1 ilouhl cxtiviiiely — thou solo prism 
Of the 'rnith’s rav'i, spoil not my drau[;hl of spirit! 
lh*aven*s brand \>-thuu(;ii our brain can hardly bear it 


HI. 

For ever and anon coiiu's indij^estion 
(>'ot the most “ dainty Ariel**), ami perplexes 
Diir soariii|»s with another sort of i|uestion : 

Ami that which, after all, my sjurit vexes 
Is, that 1 find no spot where man can rest eye on, 

W about confusion of the sorts ami si.\\es, 

Of bein|;s, stars, and this unriddled wonder, 

'Ihe world, which at the worst's a (glorious blunder' 



r.ANTO Xf. 


DON Jl'AV. 




IV. 

If it Ik* I'h.ince ; or if it Ik' aicuntin;; 

To llu* oUl >hll iH-llcr : — It'sl it 
1 urn nut NO, wf’ll say notliiitj; woriliii;; 

As sr\< 1 il jKMiph* iliiiilv siirli it.i/.irils riult* : 
Tlif\'n‘ ii;;lil ; our da\s an* loo hru f ior airoiiliii{[ 
to uli.il fin i‘\rr 

and ^ i7’M /tntf) nun till} will 
Know v<.rv i'll* II In — tratliast In* still. , 


And tlii'ri'fore will I loav«’ off iiU'tapiiNsiral 
• Di^cusmoii, wliicli is iiritiiiT In’ii* nor tlirro ; 

If I tliat wlial is, is — tlifo this I rail 

liriu;; nmtr jK.’rs|iiriions and i’\liviiirly fair. 
Tin* Initli is. I’ve {jntwii lalidy ratliiu' plitliisical : 

1 don’t knotv wliat the rrason is — tin; air 
Perliaps; but, as 1 stilVci* from tin; sliock.s 
Of illness, 1 t^row luuch more orthodox. 



DOV JUAN. 


CANTO XI. 




VI. 

I 111' I’ll si allafk at once proved the Divinity 
(Hut ihfit I never douhteJ, nor the Devil); 

The next, the Virgin’s mystical virginity ; 

'Ihc third, llie usual Origin of Kvil ; 

'I'liC fourth at once establish’d the whole Trinity 
On so iticonlroYcrlihlc a level, 

'riial I devoutly wish'd the three were four, 
ihi purpose to believe so much tlic more. 


YII. 

'I’o our theme : — The man wdio has stood on llie Acropol 
And lookM down over Attica; or he 
VVho has s;iird where picturesepe Constantinople is, 
Or seen Toinhuctoo, or hath taken lea 
In sinall-e\ed China’s crockery-ware metropolis, 

Or >at amidst the bricks of Nineveh, 

.May not think mucli of London’s first appearance— 
hut ask him what he thinks of it a year hence? 



t ANT.) XI. 


lU.N JIAN. 




VIII. 

Don Juan had {;(>t out on Shooter's 

Sunset the time, the place the same ileclivity 
Wliieli looks ilonj^j lliat vale of |;oo(l ami ill 
Wiu'ie l.omlon .stnx‘t.s h'l'ineiit in full artivity ; 
\Vhi!e every around was calm and still, 

Kxcept thet re.ik of heels, whiili on their pivot h« 
lli'ard — ami that hee-like, Imhhliiijj, busy liuin 
Of citieN, that hoils over t^ilh their .sruin 


I\. 

t say, Don Juan, wrapt in coiiteiiiplation, 

Walk'll on behind iii.s carriai'e, o*er the summit, 
And, lost in womier of so i;real a nation, 

(iavc way to’t, since he couhl not overronit^it. 

*• \iid here,” he cried, ** is rrecdoni’s chosen station; 
“ Here locals the people’s voice, nor can entomb it 
Hacks, prisons, imiuisttiotis; resurrection 
Awaits it, each new meeting or election. 



nON JUAX. 


CANTO XI. 




X. 

“ lien* arc rliast<* wives, pure lives; licrc people pay 
“ I5ut what liiey please; and if that things be dear, 
** *Tis only that they love to tlirow away 
“ Their casli, lo show how iniirh they have a-year. 
‘‘Here laws are all inviolate; none lay 
“ Traps lor the traveller ; every highway’s clear : 

“ Ifere—— *’ he was interrupted l>y a knife, 

With, “ Damn your eyes! your money or your life!” 


XI. 

These freeborn sounds proceeded from four pads, 
In .iinbush laid, who had perceived him loiter 
hehind his carriage; and, like handy lads, 

Had seized the lucky hour lo reconnoitre, 

In wdiich the heedless gentleman who gads 
Upon ll\c road, unless he prove a tighter, 

May fiml himself, within that isle of riches, 
Exposed to lose his life as well as breeches. 



CANTO XI. 


DON JUAN. 
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Xfl. 

JuNii, wlio dill not a wonl 

Oi* Mii(;)lsli, >ave thrir sldblKdctli, (bnl diimti!*’ 
And c*V(Mi iImI lit* Ihid so r.ircly beard, 

III* snini‘tiiiH'S ’twas only lliidr ‘‘ salani," 

Or ‘‘ (iod he Milli you I** — .md ^lis iiol ahMird 
'I'o tliliiL s<» ; lor, ii.iir Lnj'lish &s I am 
(To luy inisfoiluiie), never eaii I s^iy 
I heard lliem wish “ (Iod tvilii you,” s»ivc that way : 


Xllf. 

.luan yet (|uickly understood their (jeslure, 

And, heirijj somewhat rholerie and sudden, 

Drew' forth a poekel-pislol from hU vesture, 

And lired it into one assailant’s pudding) — • 

Who fell, as rolls an ox o'ci in his pasture, 

.And roar'd out, as he writhed his native mud in, 
Toto liis nearest follower or henchman. 

Oh Jack ! Tin floor’d by that ere blooily Frenchman !' 
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DOV JL’AN. 


CANTO XI. 


XIV. 

On wliicli .lack and liis train set ofF at speed, 

And Juan’s suite, l.ilc scatter’d at a distance, 
Oaiue up, all marvelling at such a deed. 

And oifering, as usual, late assistance. 

Juaii, who saw the moon’s late minion bleed 
As if his vcins'would pour out his existence, 
Stood calling out for bandages and lint, 

And wish’d lie had l)cenMcss hasty with his flint. 


XV. 

** Perhaps,” thought he, “ it is the country’s wont 
“ To welcome foreigners in this way: now 
“ 1 recollect some innkeepers who don’t 
“\)ifler, except in robbing with a bow, 

111 lieu of a bare blade and brazen front. 

“ Put what is to be done ? I can’t allow 
The fellow to lie groaning on tlie road : 

** So take him up; I’ll help you with the load.” 



<ANTO XI. 


?8t» 


XVf. 

Hut, ere they could perform this pious duty. 

The ni.m cried, “ Hold ! Tve {jol my gruel I 
“ Oh! for a glass of max! WeVe iiiissM our hootj , 

“ Let me die where I am!” And, as the fuel 
Of life shrunk in his heart, and thick and sooty 

TIiLMlrops fell from hisdeatli*\voiind, and he dri‘W ill 
His hr<\'ilh, he from his swelling ihioat untied 
V kerchief, crying ** (iivc*Sal that I”— and died. 


XVH. 

The cravat, stainM with bloody drops, fell down 
Iteforc Don Juan’s feet ; lie could not tell 
Lxaclly why it was Uiforc him thrown, 

Nor what the meaning of the man’s farcwPlI, 
Poor Tom was once a ki*ldy upon town, 

A thorough varmint, and a rrfd swell, 

Full flash, all fancy, until fairly diddled — 

His |>ockcts first, and then his body riddled. 

I*!. 



I«)\ JUAN. 


CAI^TO XI. 
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XVIII. 

Dot! .fii.'iii, having done the best he could 
In all the circuiiist'ince.s of the ease, 

A.s soon ns “ crowner’s (juest” allow’d, pursued 
His travels to the capital apace ; — 

Msteeinin{; it a little hard he should 

In twelve liours’ time, and very little space, 
Have been obliged to slay a freeborn native 
In self-tlefeiue ; this made him meditative. 


• XIX. 

lie from the world ha<l rut off a great man, 

Who in his time had made heroic bustle. 

Who in a row like Tom could lead tlie van, 

I'ocftc in the ken, or at the spellkcn hustle? 

Who queer a flat? Who (spite of how-streetN ban) 
On the liigh toliy-spicc so flash the muzzle? 

Who on a lark, with black-eyed Sal (his blowing), 
So prime, so swell, so nutty, and so knowing’ ' 



CANTO XI. 


DON JUAN. 


apt 


XX. 

Rut Tom's no more — and so no more of Tom. 

Heroes must die ; and, by God's hlessinfj, 'tis 
Not lonj; before tlie most of them jj;o home. — 
Hail ! Tliamis, iiait ! thy verjje it is 

Tliat Juan's chariot, rollin{; like a drum 
In thunder, liolds the way it can’t well miss, 
Through Ki*iini!i;^lun and all the other ‘‘ tons/’ 
Whicli make us wish ouiSi Ivcn in town at once : — 


XXL 

Tlirou(»h j'roves, so called as hein^j voi»l of trees 

(Like from no li{;l»t); lhrou|»h pins|H-ets iiained 
Mount Pleasant, as ront.ainin(; iiouylil to |deas(*, 

Nor much to cliiiili; thi'ou|'h little boxes* framed 
Of bricks, to let the dust in at your ease, 

Willi “ To be let,” upon their door^ jirorlaim'd ; 
Through “ Rows” most modestly call'd “ Paratlisc,” 
Which Eve might quit without much sacrifice 



rmN JUAN. 


CANTO XI. 




XXII. 

I hrnui'li coaches, drays, choked turnpikes, and a whirl 
or w'hcels, and roar of voices, and confusion ; 
llrrc taverns wooinj; to a pint of “ purl,” 

There mails fast flying off like a delusion ; 

There barbers' blocks with perriwigs in cuii 
In windows; here the lamp-lighter’s infusion 

Slowly distiU’d into the glitniiiering glass — 

« 

( lor in those days we had not got to gas) ; — 


• XXIIl. 

Througli this and much and more, is the approach 
Of travellers to mighty Rabylon ; 

VVhellier they come by horse, or chaise, or coach, 
VVifli slight exceptions, all the ways seem one. 

1 K oiild say more, but do not choose to encroach 
Upon the Guide-book’s privilege. The sun 
Had set some time, and night was on the ridge 
Of twilight, as the party cross’d the bridge. 



CWTO XI. 


nov ji’AN. 


•ic)3 


xx^v^ 

Tliats ratluT fiin*, the (»cntlc soiiiifi of Tli.niii*!— 

Who vimiicales a moment too Ills stream — 

Tlioujrh h.irdlylieani lhrou|;h mullif4irious ^‘ilam'iiie’ii " 
The lamps of VVcstminsler’s more rcfjular (;hMm, 
The breadth of pavement, aiul yon shrine wiiore Fame is 
A sp(*cti‘al resilient — whose pallid beam 
In shape of inoonshiiie liovers o’er the pile— 

Make this a sacred part of Albion’s isle. 


XXV. 

The Druid's {'roves are fjone— so iniuh the belter : 

Stone-1 len^je is not — but ivhal the devil is it ' — 

Rut Redlain .still exists with iU sa|;e fetter, 

That madmen may not bite you on a visit. 

The Rench too seals or suits full many a debtor, 

The Mansion-House loo .ThoU{;h some people <|ui7 it 
To me ap|»cars a slifT yet fjrand erection ; 

Rut then the Ahln'y’s worth the whole colleilioii. 



nO.N JUAN. 
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XXVI. 

Tlic line! of lights too up to Cliaring-Cross, 

Pall-Mali, and so forth, have a coruscation 
hike gold as in comparison to dross, 

Match’d with the ('onlincnt’s illumination, 

Whose cities nigl^t by no means deigns to gloss : 

The French were not yet a lamp-lighting nation, 

And winm tliey grew so — on their new-found lanthorn, 
Instead of wicks, they made a wicked man turn. 


XXVII. 

A row of gentlemen along the streets 
Suspended, may illuminate mankind, 

As also bonfires made of country seats ; 

Hut the old way is best for the purblind : 

The other looks like phosphorus on sliccts, 

A sort of ignis-faluus to the mind, 

Which, though ’tis certain to perplex and frighten, 
Musi bum more mildly ere it can enlighten. 
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Hut London’s so well lit, that if Dio(;encs 
(louKl recoin monce to hunt his htmest man. 

And found him not amidst the various prof^enies 
Of this enormous city’s spreading spawn, 

’'I’werc not for want of lamps to^aid his dodging his 
Yet undiscoverM treasure. VVh.it / ran, 
l\'e done to find the same throughout life’s journev. 
lUil see the world is only one attorney. 


XXIX. 

Over the stones still rattling, up Pall-Mall, 

Through crowds and carriages— imt waxing thinner 
As thunderM knockers broke the long-seard spcdl 
Of doors ’gainst duns, and to an early dinner 
Admitted a small parly a.s night fell, — 

Don Juan, our young diplomatic sinner. 

Pursued his |ialh, and drove past some hotels, 

St. James’s Palace and St. James’s “ Hells.” * 
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Tin y riMiird the hold : forth stream’d from the 
front door 

A tide of wcll-dad waiters, and around 
Till! iiioh stood, and as usual several score 
Of those pedestrian Paphians who abound 
In deoonl liondon, when the daylifjht’s o’er; 

Oominodious but immoral, they arc found 
\ jjefiil, like "Mallhus, in promoting marriage: — 
Pul Juan now is stepping from liis carriage 


XXXI. 

Into one of the sweetest of hotels, 

Especially for foreigners — and mostly 
l‘‘or those whom favour or whom fortune swells, 
And cannot find a bill’s small items costly. 
There many an envoy either dwelt or dwells 
,Tho den of many a diplomatic lost He), 

I'ntil to some conspicuous square they pass, 

And blazon o’er the door lliclr names in brass. 
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Juan, whose was a delicate commission, 

Private, though |)ul)licly important, l>orc 
No title to point out with due precision 
Tlie exact afTliir on which he was sent o’er. 

Twas merely known that on a sycrct mission 
A forei|;ner of rank liad graced our shore, 

\oun[;, Ijandsome, and a^coinplisird, who was said 
In %vliispers) to have turn’d Ids Sovereifjirs lieail 


XXMII. 

Some rumour also of some stran{;e adventures 
Had {]one before him, and Ins wars and loves ; 
And as romantic heads are pretty painters, 

And, above all, an Ei)|;lish%^ Oman’s roves 
Into the excursive, hrcakini; (he iruleiitiirev 
Of sober reason, wheresoe’er it moves, 

11c found himself cxtieincly in the fashion, 
Which serves our thinking people for a passion. 
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I don't uican that they are passionless, hut quite 
llio contrary; hut thcMi ’Us in the head ; 

Yet, as the consequences are as hti('Jit 
As if they ;ute<l with the heart instead, 

Wliat after alt can sijjnify the site 
Of lathes’ liu’iihrations? So they lead 
In safety to the place for which you start, 

What matters if the road he head or heart ? 


XXXV. 

.luan presented in the proper place, 

To pro]>er phiccmeii, every Russ credential, 

Ami was receivetl, w'ith all the due p,riinace, 
hy those who govern in the mood potential, 

Who, seeing a haiidsoiiie stripling with smooth face, 
Thought (what in state affairs is most essential 
That they as easily might lio the youngster, 

As hawks may pounce upon a woodland songster. 
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TJifv oit’cI, as* api;<l iiu*ii will ilo; hut hy 
Ami hy wc’U talk of that; and if w«? don't. 
'Twill Ik‘ lircausi; our notion is not 
Of polilif'iaiis and tlioir douMi^ front, 

\Nli»> livr l»v litrs, y^'t dan* not holdly lu* 

Now wlial I love in wonu*n is, they won't 
Or (aiTt ilo othei wisi* than lie, hut ilo it 
So well, lh<* very truth seems falsehood to it 
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Vnd, after all, what is a lie? Tis hut 
1 he truth in iiiast|Uerade ; anti 1 defy 
Historians, heroes, lawyers, priests to put 
A fact without some leaven of a lie. 
riie very shadow of true truth woiihl shut 
I p annals, revelations, poesy, 

And pro[diecy — except it should lie dated 
Sonic years before the incidents ndated 
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he all liars and all lies! Wlio now 
flan tax my mild Muse with misanthropy? 

She linijs the world’s “ To Dcuin,” and her brow 
blushes for those who will not: — ^l>ut to sigh 

Is iille ; let us, like most others, bow, 

* 

Kiss hands, feet — any part of Majesty, 

After the {jood example of “ (irceu Erin,” 

Whose shamrock now seems rather worse for wearing. 
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Don Juan was presented, and his dress 
And ir.ieii cxntcd general admiration — 

I tlon’t know wliicli was most admired or less : 

OnS monstrous diamond drew much observation, 
Whicli (iatherine, in a moment of “ ivresse” 

(111 love or brandy’s fervent fermentation), 
IVstowM upon him as the public learii’d ; 

\iul, to sav truth, it had been fairly earn’d 
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Besides tlie ministers and underlin[{s, 

Who must J)c courteous to the accredited 
Diplomatists of rather ^^averitiy kings, 

Until their royal riddle’s fully read. 

The very clerks— those soiuetvha^ dirty springs 
Of oflicc, or the house of oilice, fed 
By foul corruption into streams— -even they 
Were hardly rude enough to earn iheir pay : 


XLI. 

And insolence no doubt is what they arc 
Kmploy’d for, since it i.s their daily labour, 

In the dear ofliccs of jieace or war ; 

And should you doubt, pray ask of your next iitigU 
hour, 

Wlien for a passjiort, or some other Iwr 
To freedom, lie applied (a griel and a bi>re/ 
he found not this s|»wn of tii-born liches, 

[ike lap-dogs, ibc least civil sons of b s. 
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I^ut Juan was received witli iiiurh “ eiiiprcsscment — 
These plirases of refinement I must borrow 
rrom our next iiei{;lil)ours’ land, where, like a cJicssman; 

There is a move set iknvii for joy or sorrow, 

Not only in mero^talkinp,, hut the press. Man, 

111 islands, is, it seems, tiownri;;ht and thoroii(;h, 
More than on continents— as if the sea 
(See I 5 illin{;s^alc) made even the lon{;ue more free. 
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And yet the hritish “ Dam’ me” ^s rather Attic : 

Your i'Oiitiiiental oaths are but incontinenU 
An<l turn on thin{is which no aristocratic 
Spirit would name, and therefore even 1 won’t anent ^ 
This subject nuolc ; as it wM>uld lx* schismatic 
In politesso, and have a sound aiTrontinij in ’t 
but “ Dani’ine”’s quite ethereal, thou(;h too daring- 
Platonic blasphemy, the soul of swearing. 
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For clowiiii('!il ni(li‘iiOss« \e iiij\ stay at iKiiao ; 

For true or I’alsc poUtcMiu'Ss and scarce that 
IS'tnv. yon ii.ay cioss tlic Idiu; deep and white foaiii- 
'I’lje llrst tlie eiuldeiu (rarely tliou|{li) of what 
Voii It'.we beiiiiiil, liie next of inueli you come 
'io meet. 11u\\evt‘i\ *tis no time to chat 
On (;('n(‘ial topic.s : [loems must roidiuo 
Tliemsehes to unity^ like this of mine. 


\LV. 

Ill file (;nMt woild, — which, heiiij; iiiterpirted. 

Meaiielii the west (»r woist eml ol a city, 

\n<l aliout twice two tlioasaud people hied 
Hv no me Ills to he very wim- or witty, 

Fut to ''it up while otiiers he ifi hed. 

And look dowm on the univt rse. with pity-» 
Juan, as an inveter.ife patnei.iti, 

^well received by {lersons of condition. 
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lie was a baclielor, which is a matter 
Of import bolli to virgin and to bride, 

The former’s li^mcneal hopes to flatter ; 

\nd (should she not liold fast by love or pride) 
’Tis also of some moment to the latter: 

A rib’s a thorn in a wed gallant’s side, 
hequiros decorum, and is apt to double 
The liorrid sin— and, what’s still worse, the trouble 


• XLVII. 

but Juaii was a bachelor-— ol arts, 

And parts, and hearts : be danced and sung, and had 
An air as sentiiiienul as Mozart’s 
Sol\est of melodies ; and could be sad 
Or cheerful, without any “ flaws or starts,” 

Just at the projicr time; and, though a lad. 

Had seen the world — which is a curious sight, 

And very much unlike what |)Ooplc write. 
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Fair vii*f;ins hliisliM U|K>ri him; ir<*cUli*il diino 
I'looniM nKo in less tratisitor\ hues ; 

For both comiiKulilirs ilwell liy the Thaiiirs, 
The |i:iintin{» and iLe |Mintecl; youth, ceruse, 
\i;.\iii>t his luMit inclerrM their irsii d riaiiiis, 
Sudi as no (;('ntleiit,in r.iii i[uite riTti>e ; 
l)an^;liters admired Ins dr^ss, ami |»ioiis mothers 
fiKjuiii'd Ills itieonie, and if he had brothers. 
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I’lie indliiit who furnish “ drapery nns'^es*’ i 
Tliroiiijhoiit the season, upon sjH.Tul.itioii 
Of payment ere the lioneyniouii's last ki.'^ses 
Have waned into a rresctrnl’s conisration, 

Thou[;lit su(h an opportunity as this is. 

Of a ricii forei{»ner’s initiation, 

• Ik; overlovA’d — and gave such credit, 

re hrldcgrooiiis swore, and sighM, and paid it. 

^xiv 
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1'lic hluos, that tiMider tril>e, who sigh o*er sonnets, 
And with the pages of the last Review 
Line the interior of their heads or bonnets, 
Advanced in all their azure's highest liuc : 

I'liey tilkM bad Mi'encii of Spanish, and upon its 
I<ate authors askM him for a liint or two ; 

And whielj was softest, Russian or Oastilian/ 

A kid whether in his travels he saw llion ^ 


LI. 

Juan, who was a little superficial, 

\nd not ill literature a great Drawcansir, 
Lxaniined by this leartiM and especial 

.lury of Illations, scarce knew what to answer: 
lbs duties ivarlike, loving, or idlicial, 

Ills steady afiplicatioii as a dancer, 

Mad Kept him from the brink of Mippocrene, 
htcli now he found was blue instc«id of (jr 
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llnwover, In* re|iii<‘<l at lia/arcl, with 

A iiuult'Nt roil fide lice attd calm assurance, 

Wliirh lent Ins learned lucultralioiis pitli, 

Aii<l ]MSs’d for ar{;uiiients ol (>uod tMiduraiice. 
Jiiat ))ro4li(<y, Miss Araiiiiiita Siiiftli 

l.\V!io, at HivU eii, translated “ llerculi'S Furens" 
Into as fiinous Hit{;lisli), with hci l^c^t look. 

Set down his sa\itit;s in le*r toiiunoii-plaie hook* 


IdU. 

Ju.Mi knew several lan|'ua{;es^as well 

He mii^ht — and brou(;lit iiietii up with skill, lu time 
To save liis fame with each accomplish'd l>clk*, 

Who still rejjrettetl that he did not rhyme. 

There wanted hut this requisite to swell 
Ills r|u«ilitivs (with tliem; into sublime : 

Fitz-Frisky, and Miss Mxvia Manuisb, 

|Dg’d extremely to be sung in Spanish. 



DOV JL’A.V. 


CANTO XI. 


:^o8 


LIV. 

Ihiwevcr, lie did pretty well, and was 
Admitted as an aspirant to all 
The coteries, and, as in lianquo’s glass, 

At great assemblies or in parties small, 
He saw ten thousiiiul living authors pass, 
That being about their average numeral ; 
Also the eighty “ greatesi living poets,” 

A^ every paltry magazine can show its. 


LV. 


In twice five years the “ greatest living poet,” 
Like to the champion in tlxe fisty ring, 

Is call’d on to support his claim, or show it. 
Although Tis an imaginary thing. 

Kven 1 — albeit I’m sure I did not know it, 

^or sought of foolscap subjects to l>e king — 
Was reckon’d, a considerable time, 

The grand Napoleon of the realms of rhym^p^^ 
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Hill Juan was iu\ .Moscow, *iim 1 I'alnTo 
SFy Lflpsii', aiiil my M4ml-S.iinl-.1faii sci'ins Tam 
I. a Im'IIc- \ lliaijtf” of' (liitii (S clown at zero, 

^ow that lilt* lion’s falTii, may risi* ajjain : 

Fhit T will fall at UmsI as ti ll m\ [iiTO ; 

Nor ri*i^»n at all, or as a ntonan fi ifij;!! ; 

Or to sonic lonely isle of jailors f;o, 

With turncoat Soulliev for inv lurnkev Lowe?. . 
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*Sir Waller rt’i{»nM Ijefore me ; Moore and ('.am|tl>cll 
Hoforc and after; i/iit now, (;rown mote holy, 

The Muses ujion Mon’s hill iiimt ranihic 
With poets almost clcr(;)men, or wliully ; 
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Then ihcroN iiiy poiUlc Mii|>huc!»f wlio, 

Sft.s up for K'iiig .1 of moral mr , 

He'll find it ratlicr lUniciiU »oiiie day 
To*tiirii out hotli, or either, it may U*. 

Some iH'rsoiiM think that (loleridf;o liath tlie ‘sway , 
Ami Wonlsworlli Ikw suppi^rtcrs, two or tlirec , 
Anil that di'f*}>-iiiuutird Roeotiaii, Savajjc l«an^ 
Has taken for a swan rofpic Southey’s gand^ 
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John Kfats — who w.is killM ofT l)y rritiqur, 
as hi- iL-aUy |iroiiiiM*il soiticthiii^; };rcat, 
ir not without (inn^k 

Loiitirviti li> tall alwml the* ChmIs of late, 

Murh as they ini{>,iit havi* Imvii Sil|>{to>ert to sjxMk. 

Pool' fellow ! II is wa< ail untowaril f.*(c ; 

’Tis strange tin* mind, that very fiery particle, 
Sliouhi let iLself he Hiiuft^d out hy an articli' 
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rin list fjrows of live and cli;ad pretenders 
To that which none will jjain — €»r nunc will know 
The compicror at least ; who. cre time renders 
llis last award, wmU have the long grass {row 
Above his liurnt-oiit brain and sap1«'.ss cinders. 

If I might augur, I should rate hut low 
Their chances ; — thev're too numerous, like the tiiirt 
k tyrants, when Koine’s aonals waxM but dirty- 
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I lti?» tliL' liti'ni) /ra 4 ‘r/' niipiif, 

U Itrir llir Tra^loiiaii bamis lake up iLe uuller ; 
A “ dreadfiil ti.uli*/* like ills wlio ('.illu'is SJinpli 
'I lie iiisolriit soldiery to soutlie arul Haller, 

\N itii llie siuiie ieeUni;s js yiuM tuax ^\ vaii»[ ii<* 
iNow, ueie I once at Imme, and in (;ood satin 
I'd Irj conclusions willi those Jani/ iiies, 

\nd show llieiu an iiitellevlual war is 
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1 tiiink I know a tnck or two, would luin 

Jliei» fJaiiks; — hut il is liardlv AVorlli in\ uliile 
V\ ith such small |;iMr to p/ive iii>self concern : 

Indeed Tve not the riec«.\vi.iry hile ; 

My natural temper’s really au|;ht hut stern, 

And even my Muse's uorst reproof’s a ^sinile, 
And then she drops a brief and nioilerii curtsey . 
And glides awaj, assured sbe never hurts ye. 
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My Jvian, wlioiu I Kfl iti ilcMdly |M*ril 

\moin;sl Ii\r .iml lilut* I.mIh's, p.isVci 

With NOiiH* Mil. ill jiiolil tiirougli tli.il tiihl so 
iN'iu;; timl ill lliiii*, nntt lu'itlirr liMst nor list 
Left it hrtoir In* h.nl in i*ii f ir.ili'il n*t'r> ill; 

\ i(i lit'iiccfoi ill louiol hiiiivlf more rlassM 
Amoii(;Nt the ln;;lu*r 'tjiii ilsi^if the il.iv, 

Tin* sun’s true son — no \.i]>our, hut a ray. * 


IA\. 

Ills inniiiH he |Mns’iI in hiiNiness — ^\hir|i» ilisseiletl, 

• Wjs like all lmsine'«s, .1 l.ihoiioiis iiotliinf;, 

'1 hat leails to lasMtinle, the inn**? infri tecl 
\iid Centaur Nessus (;ub of iiuirtal dothitif' 

Viul on our sofas makes us lie ilejerfeil. 

Anil talk in leniler lioirors of our loathing; 

of toil, save for our country’s jjood — 

no l>etter, though *tis time it should. 

» i- 
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Ills irifrnoons hr jiassM in visits, IuiicIk'oiis, 
l.oiiii(;ing, ami hoxirig ; and the twilight hour 
In riding round tiinse vegetable |iunclieons 
C.allM “ Parks,” where there is neither fruit r« r tjowi 
Knoiigh to };ratiky a bee’s slight iiiiinehiugs . 

liut after all it is the otdy ** ieiwei” 

,lii Moore's phrase) wheje the fashionahle fair 
l^n form a slight acijuaiiitanre with fresh air. 
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Then dress, llieu dinner, then awakes the world I 
Then glare the laiii|)S, then wdiirl the wln'eN, tlieoio,’ 
Thrt^igh street and square fast tlashing chariots, hurl* 
Like harness'd meteors I tlicu along the floor 
('.halk ninnies |iaintiiig; then festoons are twirlM . * 
Then roll the braxeii thunders of the door, 

Which opens to the lliousanil hajipy few 
\ii earthly Paradise of Or Molu.** 
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There »t;inil 5 the noble hostess, nor shAll sink 
With the tlirec-tliousanclthrurtsev ; there the w.iltz- 
TIk* oiilj ihiiio' which te.ii'hes |;irls to think— 

M.'\ke% oiii* ui love e\c « with its very I'.iults. 

SjIooii, room, ImU oVrflow bi^yofiil their brink. 

Ami h)U{; the l.itesl of arrivals halts, 

'Midst royal dukes and d^^iies comleinird to cliuib, 
And p, liii an inch of staircase* at a time. 


hxrx. 


IhiKt hap|»Y he, who, after a survey 
Of the (;ood company, can win vT corner, 

\ door that's m, or boudc>ir c»i// of the way, • 

Where he iim\ fix himself, like .small “ Jack Horner," 
And let the Habel round run as it may. 

And look on as a mourner, or a scorncr, 


an 


approver, or a mere 5 pc 4 :tator, 
a little as the night grows later. 



FMiN JIAN. 


* \Ml) XI. 




lAX. 

i lU till) won'l flo, asLSC by aiul by ; and be 
Ulio, like Don Juan, takes an active sbaie, 

Mii'st Nicer willi care thi‘oUf;li all tli.il {jlittcriiif; hm 
Ot geiiiN and |ilniiics, and pearls and silks, to wl.crr 
He deems it is Iiis^propcr place io be; 

Dissolviiif; in the waltz to some soft aii\ 

()i piomllier piantin*; wiUi luerciiritii skill 
W^rre Ncinice niarslials forth liei own i|ua<lrdlc. 
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Or, it he dime not, but hath hi{;lier views 
r pon an heiress nr his tiei{;hbour’s bride, 

I, el hi^i take care that that whicli lie pursues 
Is not .it once too [ualpably descried. 

Tull many an ca{;er gentleman oft rues 

Mis haste : iiiipaliencc is a bluiulering guide 
Amongst a people famous for relLectioii, * 

Who like to play the fool with circuiiispecD'^‘ 
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l ut, il* \nu t 111 coutiiVf, iu‘xl at su|i|icr; 

Oi, if loiT'il.iircJ, {;**t 0{>(>0NiU* anil oj;lc 
Oil. aiiil>iosKil iiniiiu'iits ! always 
lit iitiiul, a soil of M'ljliint'ttlal lto(;lo, 

U liii it sil?> for cvor iipoti iiii iiuDrx’s i nijipcrt 

'Da' {jlittal of xani'tliM pltaMiic.s oiirc in ! lU 

^.in ti'juli i soiiN ii'latc^la* iim' ami fall 
Oi IjojtCi) auti liMiN uliiili »haki* a siiij'K' Uill. • 


LWIII. 

Tati 'Itesc pK'tatilioiiary InnlN (an toui li 
Otil^ Uir coiiitiioii lun, vi lio piirhUCi 
Xitfl waU'ii, and u ml ; w lto^r plans a wo^d too much 
i)i iiltle ovcilunis; and not tin! frw 
Or many (foi tiio iiuiidjiT \s ^oiiictinici^ iiucb; 
lioiii a (;ood itin'ii, t>|»('('ially if now, 
fame, or iiaiiu', for wit^ war, sensi;, or nonscusc, 
whiite'cr they plcaik;, or did not loii(' since. 
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Our liero, as a liero, youiif* and handsoiiit^ 
Nohir, lirli, rt lrbralnl, and a slraii(;cr, 

I.ikr olluT slaves of coursi* must }My his ransom 
itorou! lio can rscape from .so much d.iiif'er 
As wiU (uivirnri a ('ons|»i(‘Uoiis m.in. Some 
Talk al»out |) 04 *lry, and rack and inanjjct/’ 
AikI U|»lmcsj», rlisease, as toil and IroubU’ ; — 

I H'istt they knew the life of a yutii|; noble. 
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'I licy aiv yniiti};, but know not >oulh — it is anticipatt'd . 

Ilandsoiiic but wasted, rich without a vSou ; 

'riuMi* vi^ur in a thousand arms is dissipated ; 

I heir cash comes /rom, their wealth j^oes to a Jew 
both senates see their ni(^htly votes participated 
r>elween the tyrant’s and the tribunes’ c*row ; 

And, liaviuf} voter!, dined, drank, gamed, and wlio ' 
riie family vault receives another lord. 
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“ VVlicri* is the world,” rrios Young, ‘•al eighty? Where 
“ 1'lie woild in wliieh a man was horn?” 

Where is the world of ci)*ht years past? *J\vin thrtv — 
I look fur it~*lis gone, a glol-H; of glass! 

(iiackM, shiver’d, vatiisird, scarcely gaied on ere 
A silent change dissiolses the glitteiiiig mass. 
Matesinen, chiefs, or.itprs, queeiKs, |Mtriuts, kings, 

\iid dandies, all arc gone on ihe. wind s wingN. 
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Where is NajKdeon iJie (rramP funl knows: 

Where lilfle (.asllcreagh ? The Ihivil can tell : 

W| lere (irattan, (Curran, Slieritlaii, all lli^iH' 

Who bound the bar or M*n«ite in their sjtell.^ 

Wlicre is the unhappy Queen, with all her woes.^ 

And where the daughter, wlioin the isles loved well? 
Vhere are those martyr’d saints, tin: Five per (ients? 
.where— oh where the devil arc the rents? 



i»;iv ft .w. 


WTO X\, 


li'i 


lAWIII. 

Pruofmcl ? DishM. Where's Loiip, Pole Wei- 
lesley ? DuhlltNh 

W here's Whillireatl ? RofiiiUy ? Wlicrc's Gcorfji' the 
Thir.l? 

Where is his wilP {Thai's not so soon utirichlled . 

Anti where is I’uin" the rouith, our “ royal hirtl.' ' 
(lone tlow'ii it seems lo SeolWnil, to be f ldled 
I nt^j by Sawney's violin, wt* have heanl : 

** t aw HR*,tMW'tin e" — (or SIX inontlis hath been hateluti'; 
ITns seem* of loyal iltli ami loy d scralrhiiij; 

bWIX. 

^Vhe^e is bonl This’ Ami where iny Lady That’ 

The Honour d>le AIislresM's and Mism's * 

>onie laid^tsule like an old oj>era-liat, 

Married, unmarried, and remarried — (llns is 
\n evuhition oft iierforiuM of late,, 

WTiorc are the Dublin slioiits— and London hisses? 
Wlierc are the tireuvilles? Turn'd as usual. Whejo^ 
My fnends the Whigs ? Exactly where they we*' 



rji>rTo XI, 


DON JLAN 




LW\. 

Where are tlic Lady Candiiies and rranrescfc ‘ 

Oivurced or dotii^ there aneiit. Ye aiinaU 
,So hrilliaiit, wheie tlie list of routs ami daiiresi is— 
Thou Moniitif' Post, sole reeortl of the panels 
r>iokeii ill laiiia^jes, and all the^diaiitivies 

Of f.ishioti— say wiiai sIixmiiin now fill tliose chaiiiieU ' 
Nome die, some lly, soiu^* l.in|;uiNh on the rontiiient, 
herauM* the limes have hardly left them om* toviaiit. 


LWXI. 

Some who onre st't llieir raps at cautious dukes, 

Have taken up at leiipdli with youn(;er brothers ; 
Some heiresses have bit al sharper's Inioks;. 

Some maids have been made wives — some merely 
mothers ; 

Others have lost their fresh and fairv looks : 

^ In short, tlic list of alfiTatiotts bothers. 

!s little straii;;e in this, hut .sometliin(; strange is 
usual <|uickijess of these common chan(;es. 
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DOtV Jt'AN. 


CANTO XI. 


LXXXll. 

Talk iiol of seventy years as age ; in seven 
I have seen more changes, down from monarctis to 
The liuiiihlesi individual under Heaven, 

Than might siiflicc a moderate century tlirough. 

I knew that noiigliX was lasting, hut now even 
Change grows too changeable, without being new i 
Nought’s permanent aiiior^ the Iminau race, 
iilxcfpt tlie Whigs not getting into place. 


LXXXlIf. 

I have seen Nvipoleon, who seem’d quite a Jupiter, 
Shrink to a S.ilurn. I have seen a duke 
^No nutter wiiich) turn politician stupider, 

If that can well lie, than his wooden look 
but it is time that T should hoist my blue IVler,” 
And sail for a new tlicinc; I have seen-— and shook 
To see it — tiic King hiss’d, and then caress’d ; 

But don’t pretend to settle sviiich was best. 



i-i.-fTn XI. 




3a3 


LXXXIV. 

I liavo s<'L*n the liiid holders without a rip— <- 
I luve st'eii Johanna Southcotc«-l have seen 
The House of roiiitiions turnM to a tax^lrap — 

1 have »HMi that s.ol affair of the late (Jueeii — 

J have seen crowns worn instead of a foolVcap — 

1 have seen a Con^jiess doin|; all that's tuean— - 
I ha>e seen some iiatic||is like o'crloaded asses 
Kick off tiieir Imrlhens — iiieftniiig the hi(>h(bsses. 


LXXXV. 

I have Seen Miiall |M>i'ts, and great prosers, ami 
fntcrifiinahle — ihh rtental — s|ieakers — 

I h ive s<*en tlic Funds at war with houM!^nd land— 
I’ve seen the country gentlcinen turn squeakerx— 
Tve seen the people ridden oVr like sand 
Ry slaves on liorscback — I have seen malt liquors 
Kchanged for “ thin potations” by John Bull— 

: seen John half detect liiinseU a fool — 



LXXXV!. 


Hill “ ilim,” Juan, cai |u l*’ 

'lii-morroiv sees another ran* as gay 
Ami transient, ami devotirM hy the i^.inie harps. 

“ life’s a [K)or player”— then ‘‘ play pul the pby,. 
Ve villains!” atubahose all, keep a sliarp eye 
Miteh less on what you do than what yot. say : 
he liypocrdical, he eautiou:^ he 
Not what you Ae< w. hut ahvays wlul you ,u'« 


lAXWII 

Hut how shall I relate in other lantos 
Of what hefel our heio, in the land 
Wliiih ’||.s the eonimon rry and lie to vaunt as 
A moral country ^ Hut 1 hold my hand — 
For I disdain to write an Atalantis; 

Hut ’lis as well at once to uiidevstainl, 

You ah* not a moral peojde, and you know it 
Without the aid of too sincere a poet. 



CANTO XI. 


IH>V jiaN. 


LXXXVIIL 

Wlial Ju.in saw ami umlenrent, sliall be 
My topi with of courst* the due restriction 
Which is rnjuired hv |»r!»|ier courtesy, 

And rt'CoUeet the worl only iiction, 

' And lli-it T siiij; of neither mine jior me. 

T|imi"ti every scrilM*, in some sli(»ht turn of diction. 
Will hiiit cdlii<>ions ncvt.r mr/wt. Ne'er Houht 
I'Lii — when I speak, I Jout hint, but i,peak tmt. 


hXXMX. 

Wlietliei he uurried with the third or fourth 
Offspriiii* of some s.(f;e, huslMnd>iiui«tiii{; counU'SS, 
Or whetlier with some \irjjiu of more woi^i 
.'1 nie.'in in foilumA matrimonial hoiintif.s) 
lie took to re|»uljily j>eop!ini{ 

Of s\liieh your lawful awful w’edloi k fount is— 

'r whether he ww taken in for flamages, 
i%i)ciu(; too excursive in his homages— 



noff Jt’AV. 


Hall 


xr. 

tft yet within the unread events of time. 

Tlius far, forth, thou laVi which I will b.o.k 
Against the same given ([uanlity of rhyme. 

For as much the :»uhject of attack 

As ever yet was any woik suhlttiie 

Ry those who love to s;iy tliai w'hite tij k 
So much the U^tter! — 1 in^y staiid .ili>nc, 

Riit^ould not change my fice thoU);iits for a fhioix 



NOl’ES TO CANTO XI 


Noti I 


fitt it /«»rA, with Mai 'hu hhtwinjif ', 

.A** fume, ta J'* nutty , nntl «*» ? 

Slunr.i xt\ liTii ^ 8 . 

• 

TItc i>r i<'i4»nr<r atul ol' langtiagc ha<i fcti-' 

it unti<'0('«5ary to translate the al>ovc agood amt 
true •jpokrii in original purity !>y the w*- 

Ici't iiiohility aiui (heir patroni. The following it n stftrtza 
ol n song whiclt xfin scry [Htpular, at least iu niy early 
dayt J’ — 


Ok til*' Inch lK|»y-i|>i* i fl ^^h iIip niutzlr. 

* ill ’ij'ilr ol i.mIi gallows o|it kCfilit , 

11 > <»u at thr '•pi Hit’ll 1.01*1 hti>lli’, 

You’ll ht' liohMril III nuking a (Hotit. 


'* 1 Iw’ti vonr r.lowin'.; \m 11 was gult»u* h.*iij:hiy^ 

“ Will'll *ln hf.as tt| \inir sralv itiisukc, 

“ mihU tiitii «nii(ii tof ihf lolly, 

*■ That In i J.ii k in.i\ bf M-gulai wright.’’ 

• 

II there ho any gern'man so ignorant as to require a 
traduction. I rcIcT him to iny old Iriend and cor{n>re«t 
pastor and riiasler, John Jackson, Ksq., ProfeslUr r>f 
I’ligilhrii ; who 1 trust still retains^ tiia^lrengih and 
synmietrv of Ij^j^jnode^jjfi^fonn, together stith his 
k! humour, and athlc^^s well as mental ttr.ci3iTiplt»h-> 
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PToTE •!. 


St. Janiet't Pntace and St. Jame^'t “ UtUt. ’ 

bt^nra xxii. J<iti linr 


“ HcHs,*’ gamlng-hoiHOS. Wh-il llicir rtunthvr 
now be ill tfiin i know not. lit'lore 1 was of agf 
I knew ifiriij jitytiv atrurali-ls , boib ** golil' anti 
'* liKiT." I w.M oiuc oul bv t»r» arquaiiit^ 

anrt', lH.faoM- sUii'ii lie a>keii me when: J thoiipbl llui 
liis loul wottlil l>c luuml tirrcaflrr, 1 auswcit‘«! - b. 
Silver Hell.” 

. Notk 3 . 


./^nd ther^jhre e^en / wt^nl unei.t 

7 hu ntlntft quote. 

^ SljM/.'t x’mI. )»»*' I 

**fkncnt” svas a Seoteli pbraM;, ineaiiing •* loneeiii 
ing”— “vvilb re^anl lo,” U lias been rnaile l‘’siL:b''b In 
the Si'otj li as tile f‘ reiu btiiuii s.iul— ' ll »’ 

he notf ouyjit to be l.ii.Ji'^b. ’ 

^ • \ oTr . .} 


7Ai‘ nnUinen who ftfntdi 

✓ 


' drofwry 

,Sl.lU/.» xllX tjIS ) Ittit 


“ rVapery niLsse.s’*— ~'| biis term i> [»it)b.iblj .ir 
now bill a fhj \tcrj . It w.i> bowe\ii aliiiost >{• . i im 
sslicii I til'll n'Hiiue<l from tlie in i8 j i- -i 3 1 ^ I 
means a preM), a liigbborn* a lti.sliMii.ibie yomu it 
male, will iii>liucteil li\ her Jnemb. ami liirni^b *1 b\ 
her ibtllinei mtli a sN.iubobc upon ciolil. to b* it paid, 
when /nameth^\>\' ihe huUntmL 'J be riddh* wa.s 1'i.sl 
r^ad to me by a voiiiiK^ti tL tirclt v_Jieiress. nn nis 
praksin^ iho *• iliapay” ul au '^tlwliervd but ** pt eii; 
virgiiiitie.x" (like Mrs. Auiic Pag^ ol the ificu d.is v ^ 



M*TKS 1u lAMu XI* 


f,' 

has uowr been loiiie years yesierday : — iu»ureii me 
tliat Uie thing was cnniinun in Lnftonf and as her owa 
thousands* and blooming hxiks. and rich simplicity of 
aiTay * put any suspicion in her uwu case out of the ipies- 
lion, t t'onfm 1 gave some credit to the allegation. If 
necessary, authorities might be cited, in which case 1 
could quote both drajKTy * and the wearers. us 
hiqie. howeier, tfiat it is now obsolete. 

Nora 

’ /i* stmn^r iit* tumti, that rm /ico pameU^ 
•Should U't itiflf snujpd out f»n artieie. 

^uns4 Is liiirs •), tl 

' nniiue fMrticitl.on aui:c 


1 > > ‘»i \ni » mK \f\ 





